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** pack |” SHOUTED THE MAD WOMAN, 4S SHE LIFTEZD THE DYING MAN IN HER ARMS, 


A VILLAGE BELLE: 


{A NOVELETTE.] 


(Concluded) 
CHAPTER VI. 


THR co that had sustained Kate so won- 
—— under her terrible ordeal, gave way when 


found herself in her own apartment, under | 


cae motherly care of good old 


_“ You positively take my breath away,” ed 
“gt: on hearing of the scene tn the sick room. 
there’ Aln’ 
your boy'stather?” erage og 
Kate Ht was only « sham martlage, 3 sbsy 1” | 


“That's for him to prove, nob you, my poor 





darling. It’s as well your dear mother went to 


her reat when she did ; this would have even if I spend every penny I possess, I will 
her heart.” | write to George Osborne at once, and beg of 

‘Ab, me! Betey! the sin of deceit and dis- | him to sssish me fa obtainlug my legal rights. 
obedience has found me out, I threw aside the | Lawyers like delay. [I feel thas I must put 
love of a good man for ove who has proved him. | the matter to s spesdy test, or ose my 
self a monster of crueity.” | Treason.” 

“You are his wife! Never mind what he} “ There’sa dear, brave lady, worthy daughter 
says,” protested Betsy, warmly ; ‘‘and he can’t | of Captain Karson, who died In trying to save 
wriggle ont of it if you stand firm, If I was fn | one of his own men. \'rovidence sent that villain 
your place I'd put‘ Countess’ on my cards,and let | here, crushed him almost a) your very door, and 
him dare to say you have no right to do it. You | will give you the strength and power to crush 
have plenty of money and a true, loyal friend fn | him again.” 

Mr, Osborne. Write to him at once and etrike | ‘''I should ike to see him by himself, to meet 
this villain down before he has time to plot against | him slone, to reascn with him, to plead for 
you, Mark my words, that woman, for she is no | justice for my boy. He was too much of 4 
lady, will stop at nothing to get rid of you-—not coward to own {t before that womar. Why, she 
even at murder. I could see {t in her spitefal | had power over me from the firet, and I did not 
face and blezing ¥4 shake it off until shea touched my honour to the 

*T will fight for honour’s sake,” cried Kate, | quick.” 
drying her eyes, *‘ and my boy’s birthright. I will ‘*] wouldn’t trust myself alone with him,” 
let the world know I am Countess of Crondace. EBetay protested. ‘A man that would take away 
i am a woman, a mother now, made strong, brave | his wife's character would also take her life, Let 
by suffering, and he must do me justice ; sye, | others deal with him, my dear, You haven’s the 


broken | 
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strength to undergo such another trouble as you 
have already undergone.” y 

“No; I must and wil! see him, Betay,” che 
sald, firmly. ‘As my hueband, ft is my duty to 
give him a chance of repenting ere I proclaim 
him in the blackest colours before the whole world. 
I do not wish my son to be ashamed of his 
father.” 

Though usually gentle and retirivog, Kate, when 
roused, as she was .now thoroughly, could evince 
a will and resolution no ope would dream of her 


Everything was at stake, even to her husband’s 
mame, a proud one, and his honour too, if Indeed 
such a man, judged by the past, conld be aald to 
have ever had so noble a principle, 

Since the time of his leaving her roof he had 
not written or made auy advances in the direction 
of explaining his was 
another proof of hig tion t0 repudiate 


Be" 
such & man, but her boy had.to dered, 4 
= she put eslde ail womanly ite. for his 


bie was admitted instantly, 
library, where she found the 


So 3)” be commenced ia a 
/ @ chair. for Ker In his. 


aot 

and cer 

- ways of the 
Upper 


"T will not continge the discussion ff yea parsue 
this ambiguous course,” she objected, warmly. 
‘Am I your wife or not?” a Pach 

«In one sense, yes ; but, fq the eyes of the law, 

' you dare.tell me. that!”’ she exclaimed, 
» rosy flash dying her cheoks, .‘‘ Where ia m 
E age cert cate} Produce ft, and tet fb 
for itself, Iwill not permit you to be 
judge in such a vital question ae this, Have you 
no sense of justice—no plty, no remorse, Richard 
Lonsdale, to thus throw back in my teeth an 
innocent girl’s trast, who, loving you and believ- 
ing you a noble man, lefb home, mivther, friends, 
sud the love of a good, trues, honest man to caat 
fn her lob with you aa your wife i” 

**Remoree, yes; before Heaven I admit is, 
Kate. If my life could undo what I have done I 
would willingly forfeft it.” 

“Tet the proofs speak for themseiver, I sm 
here to defend my {nnocent child from a foul 
etigms, Surely you do pot wish te brand your- 
solf as one of the vilest of men, Has that 
woman «o enthralled, fascinated you, that you 
forget all honour, and proclaim a peer of the 
realza tobe a villain? Think well of it, 
Richard, before it is too late, for I tell you that 
mets fight for my honour’s sake to the bitter 
en ” 

“© Would .. you 
Kate?” 

“Scorn! why scorn! I have done no wrong 
to society. Teil me what you lutead doing, and 
quickly *”’ 

" You are nob my wife!” 

**Not your wife! Who fs, then?” 

No one, as yet.” 

“ Mark me well, my noble Earl. From this 
moment we are at war. I shall assame the title 
of Countess of Crondace publicly, 16 is for you 
to ene mo if I ant wrong.” 

* Kate, don’t do anything so mad |” 

‘‘Thave nothing farther to say to you, except 
this. Fam rich—richer than you can have any 
conception of—and will carry my case, aye, to the 
foot of the Throne iteslt to obtain jaatice. Your 
Gretardiy words bave killed the love I felt for 
you. Ob} how I prayed, intexceded with teare, 


fneur the world’s ecorn, 


aS | 


= Seen 


oc Impoleively, atgure 
a 


the only f 


that you wiog be spared, when in the silent 
watches of the night I hung over your couch 
battling with death's angel for your life, thankiug 
Heaven for having given me the sweet task of 
belog your ministering angel. 
came back to me and you, 
paid me?” 
‘ For pity’s sake ceaze, Kate, You harrow up 
my very soul fteelf.” 
“Harrow! Why, you do not know what 
misery and torture I endured wher, returning to 
my humble home, [ found my dying mother 
unable to tell me that I was forgiven. Then 
came biting poverty; and why did I enffer all 
this? For your sake—for your sake!" 
. “Qannot we arrive aba compr mise t’”’ he 
paked, poe ge 
"Yeu: in ome way,;nnd In one only. You aay 
our mariage ‘was mov Regal. Let us be married 


afrech ! ; 

© Tenposaible:! ” he nai, emphatically, 
tod had he tr frat md nt 
2B ant ‘hw can you,’ 
thrush you dav from tte midst as Ib would a leper. 
I came here for pence, to; 


All the old love 
How have you re 


P 8 Lan answered, 


c 
. “Blow lovely she fayiked,” 
like her own sweet selfPRnt mo: 


; love, 


v 
bition conquering principle & 'y 
honour, © MS es 
That Kabe was wealthy wae Moment to 
him. She ‘lacked bive blood; and was of the 
3 while Bertle (his petjmame for Lady 


Ransome) was descended from J , and would 

erage b position as Earhéf Grondacs, | 
hab night he tossed and ed ob his bed 

of down, which to.him seemed. bed of thorns, 


Bat at last he wank into‘n troubled sleep, In 

which wae re-enacted all'that had passed Within 

tfal lass few woeka, 

’ a horror fell upow him, for he stood at 
‘the brink of a stagnant pool, the wide, black 
silent water hemmed in by trees, but surrounded 
by a close ring of dark-coloured earth, uncovered 
by any greenness of grass or weed ; slong the 
brink grew clumps of tall, lank reeds,” sighing 
mournfully as the wind whietled through them 
like an invisible Pan, 

Suddenly he was in the presence of some awful 
| being, who, with long bony finger, pointed to 
the Stygisn blackness, and from out the dark 
waters srove the face of a human being. 

Then came these words :— 

” Beware of ambition’s lust, of Injustice bo the 
living, lesb the dead should drag you down to 
unutterable depths of shame and woe.” 

With « stified shriek and a moan he awoke, 
shivering like one effiicted with palsy, a dank, 
cold perspiration rolling off his forehead in great 
beads, as if the vision had harrowed up his very 
soul, and brought him face to face with his loaner 
self, in all ite black deformity. 

How he longed for a gleam of the dawn to 
dispel the awful: gloom that seemed to envelop 
hima {fn a sable shroud ! 

And although physically brave, yet he would 
not for a king's ransom have left his bed to strike 
a high, 

It was only a dream, but that awfal figure, 
shapeless as sorae hideous phantom, intangible as 
the air, seemed to be at hie side still, and ever 
and anon came that white, upturned face, as if 
to accuse him of murder, foul and wrong. 

At last the welcome asfilvery dawn streamed 
throngh the window, and with it, as from before 
Chanticleer’s proud challenge, fled the spirit of 
black night. 

“Ts this a warnirg }” he thoaght, as he arose; 
and staggering like sn Inebriate, laved his face, 
head, end temples in cold water, as if to wash 





out the remembrance of that fearsome Yislon 
*'T will do justics, Bertie will hélp me to ~ 
a wrong. She cannot hold me to my pro , 
Oh ! that we had never met only to make each 
other's lives a misery !” 

A few hours later he wae waiting In the 
drawing-room for the woman who had enslaved 
him, resolute, a8 he thought, to throw off her 
yoke, and be free to render jaatice to Kate. 

It was a mighty batile he was fighting, an? 
ange's must have wished him victory ; but she 
éntered, and at the alight of her—of her match- 
lesa beauty and queeuly grace, and soft, winning 
smiles—balf his good resolves deserted him, anc 
he was happy——merely because he was in her 

esence, 


A Gostly morning robe hung round her, its 
hue iivalling the pink shade in mother-of-pearl ; 
soft lace tn profusion peeped from beneath the 
skirt, where gleamed two tiny satin-slippered 
feet, whose bigh arched instep quite ravished his 
senses, bs “K a 

Kverpihing {n the room was fa harmony with 
her magnificent oud ensewdle, and med her 
to bee Mr ag who would shine in the world as 
a star. of first m and would strive 
Secon vaslecs'ati ail ak a 
. t sgarast Shot Sa 
Ps The oir, heavy with fragrante distilled by 
countless flowers aad aromatic plante, steeped 
his senses in a ficod of yoluptuone delight, 

No wonder that this queenly woman, a very 
Semiramis, dwarfed. the lesser light of swee> 
Kate, who, when sontrasted with her, seemed » 
seraph by the ede of a falien arehan 

- Gear Bertic | I haye come to sue to 


-} you for freedom, to say @ las) good-bye.” 


ie Ae I pane will ig ar 
8 aw ' with de- 
spair. Thiol of abet aafieren fn all those 
years when I was a wife In mame but not In 
heart, of how bravely I kept my wifely vows ! 
And now that I am free, and the cup of biles ab 
my lips, you, the man I love, wish to dash [t 
away ruthlessly, and why? Because of that 
doll with the face of a child, soulless, a mere 
automaton—a something to pet one moment, and 
be sickened by the next.” 

Her midnight eyes, unfathomable as that dark 
pool of his. , were fixed upon bim; and, 
bastlisk-like, held him speil-bound, entranced, 
and seemed to draw hia very will out of him. 

* Bertie, I do love you; but oh! how can I 
escape from.the toile which J, in a foollsh mo- 
ment, in an idle hour, wound round me, because 
I thought you were lost to me for ever, and I 
was only plsin Richard Lonadale?” 

‘ ve; crush her by defiance, contempt, 
ridicule 1 Why should she stand between you 
and me, and.a love hallowed by years of separs- 
tion—of suffering 1 Is she your wife in reality ?” 

“ Yes!” he sald, brokenly, 

“Oh, Heavens! what do I hear!” she almost 
hissed in the intensity of her passion. “ But it 
mst not, shall not be; she has dared to cross 
my path. Let her beware of my anger.” 

And in a moment her soft rounded arms were 
clinging round his neck, and her head resting on 
bis it; while tears of passlonate despair 
ralned down from her eyer, as she moaned,— 

“ Mine, mine—only mine for ever |” 

He was startled, alarmed, almost~terrified by 
this outburst, for he could see that hers was a 
nature that when {it could not warn and protect, 
would blight and destroy—a perfect volcano of 
fierce, ungovernable’ passion, which had now 
burst {ts bonds, and was hurrying them both to 
possible destruction, 

“ Bertie, calot yourself}. I will not give you 
up without a struggle,” he eaid, soothingly. 

“You dare nob!” he said, looking ‘up, sud- 
denly, “ together we sink or swim, A love like 
mine cannot be thwarted. Rather than see her 
acknowledged: as your wife I would plunge a 
dagger ia her hear? first, and myself after.” 

“Come, come, Bertie, my southern Queer, 
don’t let us dream of anythiig but love!” he 
rejoined, coaxtngly. “ We will find’ some way of 
‘escape from the meshes of this met; leb ue go 





abroad; ‘and itye only foreach other,” 
« Iu a moment: ee ‘arene uswourd themselve’, 
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and springing to her feet, che stoad before him 
Hke an outraged empress, exclaiming,—~ 
mm" No! Oaly as your wife will I take my place 
atyour side,” : ’ 
“ Bub. what lf she choad Boor hee truth 
the proofs 1” be asked, perplexity, for 
pa: was no reasoning with her in her present 


raood. ity 

“ Of what ase are proofs when ehe would nod 
Oeil sant Bertie 

‘' No, no | do: me, Bertle, or your- 
self, with these wild, unholy imagiologs. Bs 
patient, and all yet may bs well.” 

“ Patient ! well preach that to the {dle 
winds as.to me, Oaly a few weeks back I 
thought myself, and was—the happiest of women, 
and now the verlest wretch. in all creation fs not 
go wretched as I, [have mon at my feet, but. I 
spurn them @ll for. youreake...4od all those 
years, when my heart was widowed by . 
tion, my one thought was that..some day death 
would sever my hateful bonds; and Heaven, 
more merciful than man, did give me back my 
freedom ; although I was enveloped in robes of 
ren tape ta Ning 7 beste lonenes 

4 b; and yet te 
ne that IT cannot become your wife, and Fish me 
te be what you dared not make her 1” re 

“By Heaven! you wrong me, Bertie, It 
would be « P to live near you; to see 
you dally, to. know that, fa spite of 
laws, our hearts wers wedded. I would not 
brlog the world’s scorn upon you, nob to ensure 
my. soul's sal Y 

“ Andare you mad enough to pieture such a 
life as that to me! I have wealth, beauty, 
talents, and would shine as the sun does in: the 
heavens proudly ; and not take a position such as 
gov, in your cowardice, would doom me to. . No, 
you never see me again fo life, unless you 
now decide, once and for sver, between that doll 
and me!" 

“ My cholée fs made, Bartle; you, not the, are 
the idol of my heart. Come what will, the die 
is cast ; Sen sah deag ary because you and 
Tare standing on the brink of s precipice, over 
which one false tae precipitate us,” 

‘What then? ve suCR AX curs cannot be 
quenched by death, bnt Is as undy!vg aa the soul 


4oself. Here it exfats but a brief span ; there !t 


is {mmortal, eternal; and I would brave a 
thousand deaths for your sake.” 

What power had he to quell or conquer such 
8 ‘deing as this? And all too inate, he saw the 
verrible consequences of that has ; the 
cocks of Scylla on the one side, thoze of b- 
dis on the other, both threatening dire destruc- 
tion to his hopes ; and there was no more mlser- 
eble msn fe the world at that moment than the 
Earl of Crondace. 


CHAPTER VIL 


Poor Kete, fn eplte of all her courageous 
resolves, found that the tensfon on her nerves 
‘wae getting too much ‘for her to bear ; and, after 
all, eh had & green epot tn her heart, for the man 
she had once devotedly, élstractedly loved—the 
very opposite in nature to Lady Rimsome, She 
loathed the idea of fnflicting pata and shame on 
any human being, however culpable they t 
be, and this feeling wes intensified when Bom om 
ment was to overtake the father of her boy. 

Batey saw her va! and fretting, asin the 
days of old at Mill Hil, aud longed for the 
— of George O-borne, who hod been written 

“Cheer up, dear child!” she used to say, In 


~the hope of rousing Kate from her despondency, 


bat ali in vain ; for sickness, the result of cruel 

anxiety, overtook her; and then io became 

necessary to obtain housskeeper, for Betsy had 

ber hands full io attending te mother and child. 
So an advertisement was inserted in one of the 

dailies, aud by as ordering cf fate It fall 

— -_ preg of iy Raneome, who had a 

cy er household, onnip, 

the advertisement sheet. “” aa : : yp: 
“Apply to Mre. Lonedale!” her la 

read out, “ Woy, fo fe her address! If a 

could introduces someone {nto the poaltion 





who would play the part of spy for me, all would 
be well. I should then know her intentions,” 
Of a daring nature, the idea once concelved 
was promply acted upon ; and touching a bell, 
ehe directed the servant to send Heater Routh to 


’ You sent for me, my lady !” aald a wheedling, 
soft voice, as Hester Routh entered the room—s 
fair woman cf about trirty, with a smile on her 
face, but a want of it in the eyes, which had a 
nasty, stealthy, furtive look abont them, as if she 
were casting about for something to pounce 


upon. 

“Yes, Heater ; sit down. I want you to do 
mea service,” 

‘© Your ladgship knows my devotion to you. 
AmI not happy and honoured fa belng your 
foster-sieter }” 

"I bave anenemy, Hester ; one who fz making 
my very existence wretched. She ls in want of a 

~ Could you try for the placa t” 

“For what purpose, my Indy!” was the 
cautions question, _ 

"To Intercept letters, te make copies of them 
for me; that is all.” 

‘ST will undertake to try my best; but 
what is to be done about my references! I can- 
not, I _—, apply to you under the circum- 


“That .can be arranged, Proceed to this 
address at once,” writing it down rapidly... i 
think you can obtain the sitaatlon—nabt least you 
ean buttry, If you succeed yon will be hand: 
acomely rewarded. Come to mo before you stard 
and the address of » lady will be waiting for you, 
whom you mustsay you have been serving for 
three years.’* : 

* es > « . 

“ There ie'tuch 9 hice quaker-like looking body 
applying for the situation, ‘my dear!” enld 
Botey, later on that morning. “She's the best 
one as yet, if looks go for anything.” 

* Let me see her,” Kate sald, ifztiemiy. “I 
am tired already with seeing so many.” 

When Hester entered her presence Kate's face 
litcp for an fostant with satisfaction, for she 
thought she should like the meat, stald, grsy- 
clad woman, 

All was arranged very quickly between them 

the reference, which, being satisfactory, 
Hester Routh entored Kate’s service, ostensibly as 
a housekeeper, but in reallty as a enake In the 


The new housekeeper won golden opluions, 
and soon became an eepecial favourite with 
Kate, 


“No news, and a month elapsed, Hester?” | 


eafa Lady Ransome, guernlously, 

“ Yes, but [have something at Isst, my lady. 
See, hera ls the correct copy !”’ 

Almost snatchfog the missive she read,— 


* Malte, —— 


Mie pear Mars. Lonspare—I am not sur- 
prised-to learn that your huaband has turned ont 
aacoundral. I never credited him wlth being 
anything else. My eyes were open while yours 
were blinded, I ehall start for Fogiand by the 
next mail steamer, and will leave no stone un- 
turned to prove your title as his wife, although 
Heaven knows ib would be better for you to find 
that you were no} tied for life to one so heart- 
lesa, so devoid of all hovonr, The marriage cer- 
tificate can no doubt be procured. If he has 
married you fn a isise name {it will ve all the 
wores for him. 

Ever your earnest friend and well-wisher, 

*€Gzorce OspoRNE ” 


*‘ P.S.—I think it would be a good plan for 
you to wait a littie while before assuming the 
title of countess. From what you have told me 
you ranst be on your guard against Lady Ran- 
some, but I will soon be neax you to protect 
and adviee you.--G, 0,” 


* Dangerous!” she laughed fiendishly, a eteely 
glitter fn her eyes, and a cruel expression about 
her mouth. “ H»* dangerous he can never guezs, 
The campaign has commenced In earnest 29 Jas', 
and I am giad of it.” 








* You are pleased, I see, my lady,” Hester ven- 
tured to remark. 

“Yes, because I know something of her {n- 
tentlons ;" and taking out her gold-and-pear! 
portemonnale, she gave the apy come gold, saying, 
“This fs only an earnest of my future in- 
tentions !” 

Meanwhile poor Kate became worse, and was 
under the doctor's hande, whe advised her to gv 
abroad for change of air and scene, as her disorde: 
was of a nervous character principally. 

She only shook her head, and sald pisin- 
tively,— 

" Business of importance will chain me here 
for months, perhaps. I fancy rest and quiet for 
a week or two will help me to cet about 
again,” 

Bat despite all the efforts of s resily clever 
physziclan she seemed to lose strength dafly and 
to plaue away, fading like a withered flower, 

~ s 


" Hist, come quietly, the household are all gone 
upstairs to thelr rooms; bub Mrs, Batten {s-as 
sharp aga fsrret,” whispered Hester under her 
breath, as she led Lady Ransome to her room in 
the pitch darkness, 

“Ia she very ill, Hester ?” her ladyship asked, 
eagerly, withan unusual pallor in hor face, 

“ Yes, very.” 

“Parhaps she will dle!” ehe rejoined, huakily. 

'* [hope net, for ehe is very gentle and kind, 
even tome who bas been her foe,” 

* You must let me go to her room. Hester, I 
want to find some papers of vital consequence 
to me, You say she keeps her writing-desk beside 
her bed?” 

“ Cannot I get them for you! 1b would be 
risky of you so attempt anything so dangerous 
youreelf,” 

“Nonsense! I know best. Besides, I dare 
not diynige to you what the papers ara, They 
concern one who Is dear to me, Is she very 
wakeful +” 

“Nol Itbink you will Gud her asleep, my 
lady ; but I do not like this business at all. She 
might recogn'ze you, or give an slarm ; and then 
all would be lost, and what would become of 
me?’ 

"*T can and will protect you, Hester, There 
{is nothing to be nervous about. I shall be as 
nolseless as any ghost ; and, if she awaker, I can 
easily escape. Sick people, you know, have 
strange fancler, and if she mentions the matter 
you can easily persuade ber she was mistaken.” 

Hester, seemingly convinced, showed her to 
the door of Kate’s chamber, where she left her 
with a shudder which she could not repress, 

Like a epirit of evil she glided forward Iato 
the dimly-lighted room, a look of exultant hate 
on her face, whose deadly pallor was heightened 
by her ghastly black robes, unrelieved bya single 
gleam of colour. 

She looked keanly at Kate, who lay on her side 
sleeping quietly—her golden halr falling in waves 
on the snowy plllow—a perfect picture of inno- 
cant repore—littie dreaming of the serpent that 
had invaded the epot with deadly Intent, 

“She will sleep — quietly presently } 
Lady Ransome muttered ; “ the drng will escape 
detection. Ib is sure and dea‘ly in ite work. It 
is her life or mine. I fight for love, and will not 
ba baulked. She was a fool to pit her puny 
strength against mine!” 

She esemed like a black avenging spirit as she 
stood there, listening with bated breath for any 
scuad that might break upon the awful stillness 
that reigned in the house, where all was as ellent 
aa the grave, 

Swiftly she took from her pocket s small phial, 
and, uncorking the medicine-bottle that stood on 
a side-table, she poured a few drops Into It, and 
then carefully replaced the cork. 

Poor Kate! No one fs at band to eave you 
from this woman's jealous hate. The poison fs 
deadiy potent ; was distilled In Italy—that land 
where the arb of secreb polsoning Is so-well ander- 
stood, 

But some ove, like an sugel of merey, glides 
into the room; and, before Lady Ransome Is 
aware of it, her wriet Is gripped; and standing 
there is Hester Routh, her face ghastly with 
horror, 
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“Come, you have decefved me!” 
whis » hoareely. 
murder 1” 

Trembling in every limb the wretched woman 
permitted Hester to lead her out, 

“ What wae that you put {nto the medicine }” 
Hester asked, resolately, 

“Tab me go. Icould kill you, you spy,” she 
hissed, as, wrenching herself free, she sped along 
the hal], and Jet hereelf out of the house, 

Dazed, terrified, Hester made her way back to 
Kate's room and stood transfixed with horror, 
for her mistress had awakened, and was about to 
drink the fatal draught. 

“Don’r!” Heater almost shrieked, and, 
startled by her vcice, Kate let the glass fall to 
the fioor, where it crashed inte sp!iotere. 

“What is the matter?” she asked tremu- 
lously. 

* Nothing, madame; I walked in my sleep, I 
suppose, and woke up all of a eudden, I hope 
I have not frightened you?” 

* Just a Mttle; but what is worse, I have lost, 
my sleeping draught.” 

“ Heaven be thanked for that!” was the aflent 
answer of Hester Routh. 


she 
‘Would you commit 


CHAPTER Vitl. 


“Tax Earl of Crondace wishes to see met” 
faltered Kate, when Betsy entered with his 
card, with a hard expression on her honest face. 

"Yes, dear; It’s some more villainy, I sup- 
pose. Take my advice ; don't see him, child,” 

“T must. Ob, yes! for my boy’s sake!” she 
pleaded, weakly rising on her elbow, and gaxlng 
pitifally up into the old lady’s face, 

The Earl started with almost remorse as his 
eyes rested on her; so fragile, so delicate, and 
yet so lovely, in her very weakness ; the white 
wrapper that enveloped her slender form scarcely 
vieing with her lily-like complexion, helghtened 
by a hectic flash that matched the fobs of rose- 
coloured ribbon that confined her gown. 

* Have you come to see the wreck you have 
made me?” she asked, half scornfully. 

‘No, Kate, I am sorry you are ill; very 
sorry, I have come here of my ows accord to 
make reparation for the past.” 

“You have?” she panted, a delicious thrill 
vibrating throngh her heart. ‘ Toank Heaven! 
thank Heaven |” 

“ Kate, 1am not worthy of your love; forget 
ms, Let our lives be sundered,” he said, 
earnestly, 

"You are mocking me, air; is this your re- 
paration ?” ‘ 

“Listen to me, Kate, I will leave a docu- 
— acknowledging your son to be my rightful 

eir,”” 

‘How can that be unless I, his mother, am 
your wife)” she seked, indignantly. 

‘* Why do you not meet me half way? Would 
you force me into an unlovable life when I offer 
you your freedom, and your son an Harldom } 
Sorely, your revenge fs not of a character to 
refuse such conditions }” 

*““Do nop mistake my motives, My heart fe 
dead to all love for you; only a miracle could 
revive It, Bat I owe something, everything to 
wyself—-my womanly honour, my fair name— 
over which your machinations seek to cast a vile 
blot. Would you make barier of all I hold most 
dear, as if it were so much merchandise?! My 
aon does not need your permission to fnherit 
what is his by right already. And aow shall I 
tell you what all thie means } 
sent you here to make these Inzulting proposals 
to me,” 

‘* No, you wrong her there, Kate. Perhaps, 
if you kuew the true story of her life you would 
pity instead of condemn her. Years ago, when 
she and I were boy and girl, we fell in love, and 
that love grew with our growth, until at last we 
lived only for each other; bub I was poor then, 
and her parents forced her to marry a man 
thirty years older than herself. For ten long 
years she was e good wife to that man, and I can 
tell you truthfully that she and I never met 
all that time, Hls death released her jast about 
the time you and I threw fn our lot together,” 


Toat woman has | 





“You sought me, and by specious arguments 
and an assumption of love won my 
she any pity for me, knowing what J am to you? 
Why does she not give you up! The world is 
large enough for her to select from! I do not 
know why I argue with you, except It is to bring 
you to see how cruelly you have treated me, 
You ask me for freedom. Why 1 To pud another 
woman fn my place; to give her a title which 
balongs, by your own admission, to ms, If she 
were in my place would she accede to such 
humiliating conditions} No! And you know 
fo! Bat you think, because my birth is not aa 
noble as hers, that I must be sacrificed. There 
Is the door, sir. Go, and never enter ib again 
unless you come to offer me a humble apology for 
all your baseness and insults.” 

‘You defy me, then?” he asked, white with 
rage at finding himself foiled, where he was 
assured of an victory. 

“Defy ! why should I? I only claim justice, 
and wil! have it at any cost to you or me. I 
have one faithful friend left, who will stand by 
me In good or evil rb; one, too, I deeply 
wronged, but whose noble heart has forgiven 


“Your old lover, I presume!” he sneered ; 
“@ mere yeoman,” 

“Yeoman or not, he would die, rather than 
betray a woroan’s honvur. The day may come 
when you would be giad if he ;ormltted you to 
call him your friend. I have waited patiently, 

you wonld see your folly, but that 
woman's wiles has cast a glamour over you, and 
you are blind to consequences,” 

“You may yet repent your refusal,” he sald, 
savagely, ‘I shall not renew my offer.” 

“Nor do I wish it; {t is idle to talk of peace 
when there is war in the heart. Go, leave me! 
Iam 1), heart-broken, bat not conquered,” and 
she sank back on her pillows with a weary little 
sigh, and closed those soft grey eyes fn very pain, 
both mental and physical. 

Bat even he was not so black as he painted 
himself; for that sigh touched bis heart, and 
bending over her, he klased her hand tenderly, 
almost reverently, and then rushed from ‘he epot, 
a prey to keen remorse, 

In his blind haste he nearly atumbled 
against Batsy, who carried little Warren in her 
arms, intent upon showing him to his heartless 
iather, 

“Don’t be ashamed of your. own fiesh and 
blood, if you are an carl |” she said, stoutly, es she 
held the boy up towards him, “ He’s as beantiful 
eo cherublaa, and you ought to feel proud of 

Taking the little fellow in hls arms, who smiled 
up Into his face trustfally, he kissed him thrice», 
and murmured,— 

“ Heaven bless you, dear one! May you live 
to be a comfort te your mother!" and In reply, 
as if it knew what ho said, the child cooed with 
— and patted his face with his dimpled 

nger’. 

‘Well, I never! Fancy him kissing baby like 
that, and saying such nice words! Perhaps, 
after all, they'll make It up, and I'll live to see 
them heppy together. I pray for that every day 
and night.” 

Eiated with trlamph at the euccess of her 
manceavre, Lstsy hastened to tell her mistress 
the joyous tidingr. 

“ Kissed my darling ?” she sald, wistfally. '* Ib 
is the first time, perhaps the last; but I am 
thankfnl he has seen hiw. Ib may soften his 
obdurate heart, and help him 60 fight against the 
spells of that pitiless woman !” 


? CHAPTER IX, 


Kate soon began to discover that some secret 
enemy wae at work ; stabbing her, as {0 were, fu 
the dark, for all her acquaintances fell away from 
her ; and rumours reached her that some scandal 
had been set afloat against her character. 

To combat with these slanders was not {n her 
power ; and she rejoiced when George Osborne, 
whom she had treated so cruelly, arrived on the 
scene. 
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“Why, Kate, how fll are ! 
wae tilling you te inches,” Ge 


onl. 
sadly. 


“T shall be better presently, sy 8 abe 
answered, trying bo appear cheerful, forcing 
back the tears that would well into her gentle 
eyes. 
**Have you done anything with regerd to 
fs, yed?” he asked, taking her boy on bis 
nee and him 


“ No, you see Lam so hel; 
are here I am ready for 

" Have you seen him since his accident }”” 

‘* Yes, only e few days ago he called upon me, 
and made proposals 
to.”” > 


3, but now you 
;= 


which I would not accede 


“ Have I your permission to call upon him }” 
he y eed | t succeed where you, 
a loving, trusting woman, have failed |” 

“YT fear you might quarrel with him, George. 
That of all things must be avoided.” 

* I fall to see why we should. As your repre- 
sentative, I should simply ask for an explanation 
of his extraordinary conduct before appealing to 


the law.” 

“ He has already explained,” she said, with a 
sigh. “He loves another, and wishes me to 
sacrifice myself, my name, my honour, my all!” 

“Is the man mad? Does he reallve the conse- 
quences to himself 1'’ 

wean be Sot on Gan Svee-ap te peteene Bathe 
shouid acknowledge my child to rightfu) 

| > 

‘Why, that is an admission in {teelf that you 
are his wife. He must bs insane, Kate, although 
I admit there fs a method fn his raadness, Now, 
don’t beangry If I ask you one question, Do you 
still love him }” 

“Ts 1b possible that I can forget he is the 
father of my boy, husband! Sometimes I 
hate him; at others old affection pleads for 

He kissed Warren, and spoke kindly of me 
I have a double duty to 
righted, and to save him 
woman, who even now 

with shame and dia- 


sald, brokenly. ‘' Heaven 
mine should make your 
have come to help 
him In person. 

save this un- 


hands ; but, for my 
him. He is a man 
aroused, becomes desperate, 


fear. I go simply as your ambausa- 
dor, aud not to avenge any private wrong of my 
own.’ 

Betsy now entered to take Master Warren 
away to the nursery, and her kindly face lit up 
with eralles at Osborne’s affectionate greeting. 

*I was afraid, George, that you would 
scold me for not taking proper care of her,’ she 
remarked. ‘It is all his 
despise him. Why, lor’ 

I'd go through fire and water 
from even a finger ache ; batit 
to him some day—mark my words 

And to cover her emotion she too 
hastily out of his arms, and beat a 
trees, . « * +. 

**T decline to discuss this delicate famil 
affair with a stranger, eir,” the Earl 
haughtlly. 

“J am nota stranger, but an old and valued 
friend of your wife, my lord,” Oaborne 
sald, Sirmiy. “She has no living relative to 
champion Sarely she has suffered 
enough already! Her disobedience broke her 
mother’s heart, and your desertion of her at a 
critical time has quite broken down her health, 
I look upon her as my sister ; we were boy and 

irl together. Until you came on the scene 
had every hope of making her my honoured 
wife.” 
“ Esough of this twaddle,” the Earl sneered, 
anger flaming into his dark face, ‘‘ Miss Karson 


a 





rae Se Ie 


6 FF 


Sot 


Se 


oe 
— 


aecoae Eso ? 


<— T 


Somer eae ace Lo ~ & @@C rea we 


| 


Oct. 21, 1899. 


THE LONDON BEADER. 


' * 








ls quite at Hberty to marry you to-morrow If she 
e ” 


She is too honourable to commit bigamy, my 
lord,” Osborne retorted, passion gradually over- 
mastering prudence, 
© You seem to know a great deal of the lady’s 
Intentions, Since when did you commence ‘he 
réle of carpet knight! I shouid have thought 
tbe plough and harrow would have sulted you 
etter.” 
py ee winced, and bit bis lips at this im- 
plied insult, and a greyness stole over his honest 


face. 

“ My lord, I promised your wife to keep my 
temper, sud my promise is my bond; but you 
are me too far. Would you have her 
utterly defenceless, and at your mercy? How 
ean she trust you after what has happened! Her 
father was ® ceutleman by birth and education— 
she fs your equal.” 

 Insolent clown !” cried the Karl. 

Bat the worde had scarcely left bis lips than 
O:borne, enraged past endurance, felled him 
with a blow straight from the shoulder, saying, 
savagely,— 

“Yon dastard! you betrayer of innocent 
women | You have t> deal with aman now—an 
E-glishman—who takes an fneult from no one, 
not even from se 

Rising with an awful scowl, the Zarl rushed to 
the door, and was about to lock it, with mur- 
derous Intent, fally resolved that neither he him- 
self nor hie aseaflant should leave the room alive 
until the Insulb was wiped out, when on the 
threshold he met Lady Rausome face to face, 

“ What ie the meaning of thie, Crondace 1” she 
asked io alarm. 

‘Meaning! Simply that this fellow ha» dared 
to etrike me in my own house! A pretty agent 
for the would-be Countess of Crondace to send to 
plead her canee !”’ 

‘ What elee could you expect from such a per- 
son!” eyeing Osborne di-dainfully, 

“ Ab all events, madam, such people ae I do 
not wish to break a solemn engagement, or to 
trample on a defenceless woman! I am ready 
to answer for what I have done elther here or 
before a court of law. I came here with the very 
best intentions, I leave, telling you that I will 
use every effort to checkmate a vile conspiracy by 
obtaining proofs of the marriage. You wish for 
war, and war it shall be!” 

With head erect, and eyes fiashing with scorn 
upon the pair, George Osborne left the house 
literally shaking the dust off his feet as a testl- 
mony against them. 

“Now, Orondace, are you convinced of the 
fatal mistake you made in connecting yourself 
with that woman and her low-bred set /” 

‘That blow burns In fiesh like a red-hot 
fron—ouly blood can wipe it out!” 

“Crondace, you forget that any ruffian can 
insult @ lady or gentleman ; #0 can a horse or any 
snimal kick, bite, or slay without {t belng 
thought an extraordinary occurrence, Treat the 
fellow as you would s mere brute, You would 
poy a to on aw it as a a blow 

ane ontempt is the best wea 
with which oo attack such canaille.” = 

At this juncture the footman knocked at the 
door arid said, — 

‘' My lady, a person named Hester Routh wishes 
to see you on Important business,” 

‘Me!” she faltered in dismay, with a a! 
conscience her a coward. ‘Tell her 
am particularly engaged.” 

“Ib matters not, my lady. I am here, and 
must speak with you,” erled Hester, forcing her 
way paebt the man, 

"How dere you presume to follow and in- 
trade here?” Lady Ransom: demanded 
angrily. 

It I cannot see you privately I must see you 
where I can, I am suspected of —” 

“Crondace, kindly leave me alone with this 
person,” Lady Ransome interposed hastily. ‘I 
regret she ebonld have had the audacity to seek 
an ioterview with me in your house.” 

Foi with a bow, and when mistress 
ant were alone, the for 
Heater by the aa mer clutching 





“Wheat is the meaning of this—are you 
mad?” 


“Yes! with terror. You ought to be the 
last to speak unkindly to me. Oxe word would 
rain you, Lady Ransome, Let me go: I am not 
te be trifl.4 with.” 

‘* Waat bas happened ?” her ladyship asked, 
obeying. 7 Hester’s command, ‘‘ Ise that woman 


“No! but the. polson you put in the medl- 
cine has been found ont, and suspicion falls 
upon me,” 

ee 1” she gasped, tottering to a 
chair. 
“I thought all was safe when she dropped 
the glass, but ib _ oe that she had not 
poured out al) the draught, What remained 
was mixed up with afresh supply ; and, although 
ft has not killed her, she is very fll. She saw me 
on that awful night after you had gove.”’ 

“ Had she died what would you bave done?” 

‘Denounced you!” she said, with fierce 

» “Tam not going to be branded sea 
m to please you. My character Is ruined 
asitis, The matter will be placed in the hands 
of the police, and they will find out that I was 
last in your service, and that my references were 
false. What is to be done?” 

“Let me think!” her ladyship pleaded, pale 
to the very lips at the awful consequences which 
stared her so ruthlessly in the face. 

Thepv, after a pause, during which the drop- 
ping of a pin might be beard, she said,—- 

“ Hester, you must leave England as quickly 
as possible, Meet me within the hour at Ss 
Pancras Station, when I will give you a sum. of 
money. You must do this for your own sake as 
well as mine, Don’t hesitate, or you are lost |” 

When Hester had gone, Lady Ransome sald, 
by way of explanation to the Ear),— 

“Tt was only one of my maide, who is a little 
flighty In her head. I am sorry if she has 
caueed you any annoyance,” 

That night Hester Routh bid good-bye to 
England, and started for America, besriag in her 
bosom a weighty secredb; and once more Kate’s 
rival waa left in possession of the field to plot 
and plan against her. 

Hester's statement about the poisoned dranght 
was too true. Owlng to neglect on the part of 
some one In the chemist'’s employ the phial was 
not washed out, hence the almost catastrophe. 


CHAPTER X. 


“ Derective Pratt, from Scouland Yard!” 
Lady Ransome; a ghastly hue stealing 
into her face. 


I will see this mar, Bartle!” exclaimed the | 


Ear), who was seated, reading the morning paper. 
“No, no!” she cried {n terror, and trying to 


“Taay yes!” he perefsted, in a firm tone that 
brooked ro refnaal, mare ap 

‘There is nothing to be alarmed at, my dear 
Bertle. I expect It le only some trivial business 
connected with one of your servants,’’ 

Turning to the man he said, “ Show Mr, Pratt 
in here.” 

“Tsay no!” she almost shouted, “I cannot, 
will not, see this person.” 

But before her command could be obsyed In- 
specter Pratt waa ab the door, and, without leave 
even, eutered the room. There wae nothing ia 
his appearance to cause alarm to ang one, for his 
was @ good-humoured, smiling face, 

“I beg your on, sir, and yours, my lady ; 
but mine is bu which is rather important, 
I have ascertained that a young woman, by name 
Hester Routh, was in your service for some 


youre,” 
"© What has that to do with me?” she said, 
acidly, regaining a portion of her usual com- 


posure, 
‘*T beg your pardon, my lady; but she is 
charge—one 


wanted on a serious 
murder |” 

‘ I fall to see what I.sdy Ransome has to do 
with the actions of her late servant,’’ the Earl 
interposed, somewhat haughtily. 


of attempted 





'That’s what I'm comlag to, slr!” the in- 
spector said, unabashed, “Is this your hand- 
kerchief, my lady!" holding up a plere of deli- 
cate cambric with hor crest and {nfvlals embrol.- 
dered In one of the corners. 

** Yee,” she sald, carelessly, ‘'and was 10 
doubt piifered by her.”’ 

“Excase mo, Lady Ramsorae; but sre you 
acquainted with Mra, Lonsdale, of Kensiogten ?”’ 

It was the Earl's turn to start now. This 
was a revelation to him, and it flahed through 
his mind that Hester Routh was the woman who 
bad interrupted her ladyship aud him by her an- 
warrantable intrusion. 

**] called there once, and once only,’ wae the 
gaarded reply, ‘during the inezs of my friend, 
the Earl of Grondace, thisgeatleman,” motloning 
towards him. 

“ Have you any ides of Heater Routh’s where 
abouts, my lady?” 

"No; how should I!” she answered, “ Sor- 
vants come and go without exciting anything bub 
® paseing interest in the minds of their em- 
ployers,” 

‘Who has been poisoned 1” the Kari asked, 
unessily, 

“Mca, Lonedale, my lord i” 

* Has she any suspiclons herself!’ he pur- 

sued. 
"None, my lord! Bod [I have; and that 
woman must be fonnd. She has eluded us up 
to now, but we hope to soon track her down. 
Mrs. Lonsdale has offered » reward of two hun- 
dred pounds for her apprehension |” 

The astute officer kept back one Important 
fact, which was that Kate really suspected Lady 
Ransome ; but, of course, this was entre nous, 
and he was too prudent to show his hand toa 
poss!ble adversary. 

“Thiele a mysterious affair,” remerked the 
Earl. “ What motive could a mero servant have 
to attempt to poison her mistress ?’’ 

‘To may turn out that she was an accomplice 
ofaomeone else, my lord!” the Inspector re. 
marked, turning his face from her ladyship, 
whore eyes were bent on him as if to read bis very 
soul, 


‘Have you any clue to that fach}” put 
in his lordship, 

"© We hope to very shortly unravel tho whoie 
skein,” the officer sald quietly. “We thought, 
perhaps, her Isdyehip might have assisted us in 
our fogairies, or [should not have troubled you. 
There ls one more question, my lady,I would 
like to be enlightened on, When did Hester 
Routh leave your service }”’ 

“Really my memory {is very bad for dates,’ 
she protested, nervously. 

“Icaninform you, my Iady. Is was on the 
third of October last ; and she entered Inte Mrs. 
Lonedale's service on that same date with a 
character from another lady.” 

“What if she did!” she asked, with asperfty, 
throwing down the gauatlet of defiance at her 
tormenter, 

‘Simply, my lady, that {t strengthens certain 
suspicions, Bat I will retire, with thanks for 
your aesiatance so far!” this with a significant’ 
frony in his well-trained voice which did nob 
escape the Ear), and caused Lady Ransome to bite 
her lips to hide her emotion, 

Scarcely had the firm tread of the pollee officer 
died away when the Earl burst out vehemenily— 

‘Lady Ransoms, you are that woman's 
accomplice |” 

“How dare you make such a vile accues- 
tlon ?” she demanded, angrily, 

* Because it is true, and you know fb, or why 
did that wretched woman dare to follow you to 
my house the other day? I warned you against 
auch Insane folly as this. Should that infamous 
woman be arrested, sue will turn queen’s evidence, 
and I-ae well as you will be dragged into the 
question. 1 must say that appearances would be 
very black against us,” 

“Is this the way you repay my devotion j ” ahe 
asked reproachfully. “Why are you ready to 
belleve me guilty on were suspicion? Boctors 
and chemists have made fatal mistakes before 
to-day.” 

“Then why has Hester Routh absconded 1” 
he asked, piteously, 
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_* Because, being weak-nerved, she dreaded 
even suspicion, and took to flight ; bealdes, I be- 
lieve Mrs, Lonsdale guilty of any meanness 
agslueh you or ma. Why should she not have 
pub the polson into the dranght herself? IfI 
had done so, ahe would not now be alive to; tell 
the tale, She hates you, and fears and detests 
me., What more lixely than ebe should try to 
strike us down with the eame blow ?” 

» ‘I dare not believe her guilty of such infamy,” 
he protested, warmly, 

“And yet you sccnse me openly ofa crime 
you think her incapable of. Truly, you are 
gallant, chivalrous to one whose only fault has 

that she loved you too well.” 

‘Tam distracted,” he cried, pacing the room. 
"What fs to be done? Must your, name and 
uiine be dragged before the world? By Heavens | 
I would rathergie by my own hand!” 

"Tam only a weak woman, and yet I am 
beayerthan you, Orondace, Lovus walt ; Haster 
Routh may never be found, They would. not 
dare, even though they are vindictive, to charge 
mae with such an act elmp'y because she obtained, 
ton, seasons of her own, ® character from some one 
6 


“Which must have been a written ;one;? he 

a tsd wearily. 
f course,” ehe aesented, off her guard for 

tha moment, ‘ 
«| Then you were a party to the pot, and for 
what, purpose 1”! 

Perceiving is was useless to fenee with him 
, she made a virtue of necessity, and 


OF bat ouly wanted her as @ apy, noth! 
farther,:’ .. oy er 


“Tam very sorty.to bear this, You onghe to 


have consulted me first, How. ls li. pasalble to 
fight our battle wita such weapons as espionnge 

murder, when, at the. first. alarm discovery: 
and detection follow inatanter{ It Is mere reck- 


lens folly,.and, Invites defeat, disbonour, dis- 
grace i » 


| Tacas are hard yrords, Crondace.1” 

“Bid true, too true, Heaven send ws safely 
out of this gross, fatal mistake of yours. I may 
have wronged her, but would not injure.a hair 
of her head, even to gain you. Do you under- 
ont me, patiel 'y vi 

es, ob, yes! You epenk very plainly, Cron- 
dace, Your love iz cool, calculating ; mine is a 
torrent, aweeping every Obstacle out of its path, 
crushing when defied; hoping against hope, 
ready todo, to dare—to die,” 

He shuddered visibly oa he looked at that face, 
beautiful even fn {ts demon‘ac expression, aud 
repented him that he had raised up auch a 
Nemesis as her, 

"Good-bye, Bertie! I'm off !” 

“Where {” she asked, plaintively, ‘' Why say 
that terrible word, ‘Good-bye’ 3" 

“Because Tam sick of ‘town,” he answered, 
moodily. 

‘* And you would leave me here alone?” 

''Yos, for a time, Take my advice; quit 
England, Abroad you may reflect upon che 
folly that has nearly wretked our lives.” 

"Teen you will not do battle. with her, but 
give in like a beaten cur, aud acknowledge her as 
your wife?” she cried, furloas with rage and 
jealousy. 

~{'I did pot say that. While weare together 
we act as filnt to steel. I bave no wish to figure 
as & criminal.” 

* Goward! poltroon |” she hiesed, savagely, 
qwhon he had left her. “It waa for you I pasaed 
sleepleat nights and wretched days; but I will 
not bo trampled vpon. If I cannot be your wife 
ale sball mot have that bononr, I would kill her 
fired 1" 

. Oh, jealousy |! what art thou? The pasaion 

which curdles the milk of huraan kindness within 

the heart; that changes the pure and wholesome 

blood to gall; and jike the deadly. upss tree, 

acabters desvlation where nature had designed the 

aweotest flowers to bloom. 
om * . * + ° 

For two .whole days a storm raged through 
maby parte of Eagland. x 

In London, the parks and squares were strewed 
with dismembered imbs of the very finest old 





trees. ‘Roofs of houses were lifted like a hat 
from a mane head ; tiles ripped up, and chim- 


neys blown flat, so thatthe alr was fairly thick |. 


with bricks and slates, and» good deal of mortar. 

A lull came at last, followed by a ‘wondrous 
transformation of the land, 

The, ronds were glazed Uke porcelaine / the 
rvgged fences were fnfilmod with icy enamel, the 
windows velned like alabaster ; every eprinkleb of 
grass was bending beneath the weight of a pen- 
dant dismond; and the parks ‘were glorfously 
decked fn all the white witchery of frost-spun 
lace, such as the 'ooms of Brussels and Mechiin 

ould never hope to rival, vee 

Even the sky was full of delicate pencillings as 
the bleak sun came fn flashes through the carling 
cloude, and softly outlined them one againsb the 


6 was about this time that Kate received a 
letter from George Osborne, with the cheerin 
news that after weeke of research he had obtai 
proofs of the legality of her marriage, and vould 
be on his way home with them. on the following 


y. 

* Of what use are proofs?” she thought, sadly, 
“when I have never held his love. If it were 
not for my boy I would willingly go away tosome 


far distant land, and forget the mad dream of my | 


gltlhood’s days. How noble George is to babtle 
in my behali, and to discover that which crushes 
his hopes for ever !” 

But on the followieg day she recelved a tele- 
gram, telilng her that.Osborne had besn rerlously 
{ojured in a rallway collision, and wai lying at 
village called Barnt Oak, close to Chester. 

"Why this is moro than cruel!” she walled } 
“ juet ae victory has crowned his efforté. I-must 
goto him at once, Is this a colncidence or what t 
that hs should be lying close to my husband's 
estate, and he Is there now, for ib 4s announced 
inthe Morning Post: Now, Richard Lonsdale, 
you will be brought face to face with stern facts !\ 
I will compe! you to acknowledge me, and thea: 
part.for ever |” 

A fieres exultation had taken possession of hers 
ana she longed to humble the proud and haughty 
Lady Ronsome—to crush her beneath her con- 
tempt and ridicule. 

Belng.a woman ashe acted impulsively, rashly, 
io writing the following letter to her rival :— 


‘* Lapy Ravsoms,—The time has come at last 
when I shall compel you to ceaee all pretensions 
toe the love of my husband, Earl of Orondace. 
The proofs of the legality of my marriage are 
forthcomiag and wili be {In my possession to- 
morrow at the Istest. I am off now to my 
husband In Cheshire. If you wish to be convinced 
you can follow me there. . 


“ Kata, Counrsss or Crorpace!” 


*' She dares to taunt and deride me—she, a 
woman of the people, to defy me ! I will be there, 
but only to triumph or to die!” 

Of the many cuwlse things Kate had been 
guilty of, this was the worst. It was teasing a 
deadly repiile, caliing down fire from the clouds, 
inviting a torrent to pursue you, an avalanche to 


“overwhelm you. 


She had brooded over her sup wrongs 
for years, and pursed an impassioned love for 
the Earl in secret duriog many weary, hopeless 
years. At last this terribie: reality confronted 
po aod unhinged her mind, and drove her 
mi 


Kate's imprudent letter, following ao closely on 
the Earl’e aceuestions and reproacher, was the 
last proverbial straw ; and # murder had taken 
postession of any human being iv had of Lady 
Ransome, who lost no time {n taking up Kate's 
gauge of battle by following her to ths spot in- 
dicated by her letter, 

Kate had also written to the Earl, telling 
hima of the proofs, aud of her. journey to Burnt 
Oak, , 

Little did she dream that within the compare 
of twenty-four hours events would happen ‘to 
dwarf others that had gone before in her life of 
vicissitudes, Whether for good or evil the dle 
was cast, and some ‘of the actors {in this strauge 
drama of human actions and motives were to 
meet in ons of those struggles which sometimes 





not only decide the destinies of nations, but aleo 
of individuals, 
* * . * * 

Three persons were near the Cottage where 
G Osborne lay with a broken’ limb, as if 
im there by the hand of destiny. —_ 

Kate had bidden him good-night, promising $0 
seo him the next mornlog, and wa» making 
way to the hotel where was, staying. The 
road led by a biack, silent expanse of water, 
hemmed in by trees, bat eurronnded by a close 
rim of dark-coloured earth, uncovered by any 

ness of or weed. 

Along the brink grew clumps of tal), dank 
reeda, sighing mournfally as the piercing wind 
blew between them. ean ere 

Suddenly she was confronted by « tall figure 
clad: in black from head to foot, 

One glance at her facs in the gathering twilighs 
revealed her identity. Ib was come | 

“You bade me follow you here, You see I 
have obeyed you!” she sald, in a portentons 
pr Joe full of venom, hatred, .and all an- 
charltablensss, 

“T will speak to you to-morrow, Lady Ran- 
sonie |” returned Kate, icily. 

“ Have you seen the Earl?” 

"No, not yet; to-morrow I will.” 

“To-morrow never comes! Do you think that 
Iwho have loved him for gears will willingly 
resign him to you!” 

“Let me pass!” This, as the maddened 
woman caught her by ‘he wrist with a grip of 
iron 


*Renounce him!” she hissed, her eyes glow- 
ing like bright coals, ber whole frame quivering 

th the madness of jealousy which poured 
through her veina like molten lava. 

“Leb me go, woman, Would you murder 


ime?” 


“Yes, destroy you! crash youand your lying 
proofa ont of my path !” 
“Help| help!” shrieked Kate, three distinct 


times. 
erty or flash, and then some dark object 
bou 


forward. Kate was thrust aside, and 
the steel fell upon the Marl of Orondace, who 
was on his way to the cottage to see Kate, and 
arrived at the spot juat in time to respond to her 
orfes for help, .. 
"Bartle, what have you done?” he acked, 
reproachfully, as the warm blood oozed from the 
wound, ‘ You have killed me!” 

“Wo, no, Crondace | my ilfe for. yours,” ehe 
dat rreckinl cone tere a 
the 0 oi harry loo came nearer an 
nearer. ‘See, there is a uice place down 
in the waters where we can rest t” 

“Ob, Heaven!” he ejaculated, in a frenzy of 
horror ; "this is the agot I eaw In my dream. 
Bertle! bye, I ara dying.” 

“Back!” shouted the mad woman, as, with 
unnataral strength, she lifted the man ty 
her arms ; and, with a shriek of t, mock- 
ing | ter, plunged with him beneath the 
black waters, which closed over them like 
a dark shroud. 

Kate was found ineensible, and taken to the 
cottage hard by, where the news of the terrible 
tragedy soon spread; and thrilled everyone with 
a namelees horror, 

Oa the morrow the bodies were found, and 
interred In due course side by side in the quiet 
Mstle old churchyard, , 

4 loved each other in life, and {o 
death were nob separated, 

The proofs were eufficient to establish the 
rights of Kate and her son, little Warren. 

Tt wav many a day ere a smile came into her 
wan face ; but time, that healer of heart-wounds, 
brought her peace ab iast as the wife of the 
noble-hearted George Osborne. ’ 


{THE END, ] 








THe great nutritive powers of chocolate are 
recognl: 


now 80 sed that fb has! been 
adopted for campaign use in the armies and 
n of almost every European Government. 
The increased consumption in Europe within four 
years {e 35 per cent, 
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WILLIE’S PAINT-BOX. 


—:0:-— 


“Papal papal” cried Wille Morton, loudly, 
as his father was betting the front door, “won't 
you bring me @ ules palnt-box and a brush} 
You know I loxg to paint and draw, and the old 
one fs all used up,” 

“Yl see about ft,” hastily repiled his papa, 
as he hastened to catch bis omuibus. 

“Oh, Belle! ” exclaimed Willie, as “he 
skipped op the front steps, calling to his Httle 
slater, who was In the hall, ‘paps is going to 
bring me a new palat-box and a brush, and I-will 
paint you @ dog and a cat, and lots of pretty 
things. I can colour some of the pietures in 

our new book, if mamma will let me do it. I 

oow I can raake them 4 great deal prettler than 
they are now, 1} make the dogw brown and 
white, like old Rover, and the cats maltese- 
colour, ike your Minet } and 1’ll paint the little 
girls all pluk and white and blue, and dress up 
whe boye just like me. Won't fb be jolly fan 1” 

Avd Willfe danced aud pranced about #0 wildly 
that his mamma came downstairs to learn what 
made her child ao joyous, ' 

“Ob, mamma, manma!” ecreamed both 
children together." What do you thiok paps Is 
going to buy wet A paint-box, and we are so 
happy we bave to dance and sing.” 

“Being you a paint-box!” sald Mre. Morton. 
© Are you sure’thiatf he will remember it?" ‘for 
she knew from long experience that her hus- 
band’s memory was rarely te be depended upon, 
end that he often promised to do many things 
which he never thought of performing. 

"Oh, zeal” cried Willie, ‘* Ho said, ‘I'll see 
about it,” and I know he will bring it this even- 
tog, aod I shall be ab the door to meet him.” 

Don’t seb your heart too much upow the 

eint-box,” replied his mamma, ‘* because your 
ather has many things to occupy his mind, and 
very likely ‘will not think of ft agiin, You 
must learn, my dear, the maxim, ‘ Blessed fs he 
that expecteth nothing, for he shali not be dis- 
appointed,’ * 

Bat Willie conld not be expected to heed this 
old-time proverb; and the hours of the day 
dragged wearlly, while hiv usual amusements 
found lbtle value in hfs eyes, The express train 
that he uaed to load with blocks, and draw up to 
Belle’s house—which he had bnilt’ of sticks In 
one corner of the garden—and to unload with 
great delight, as barrels of flour and sugar, or 


- boxes of tes and other proviaions, stood ne- 


glected, and, he watched both the sun and the 
clock on thelr daily rounds, wondering tmpa- 
tiently if half-past five would ever come, 

In the afternoon bis atat Emily called in, and 
he related to her, with glistening eyes and ‘rosy 
cheeks, his wonderful expectations, auying,— 

“Just think, Aunt Emily, papa is going to 
bring me ® t-box and a brush, and I am so 
bappy that [ can hardly wait for them to come, 
And Pll paint you ® picture to hang in your own 
room, I'll paint dogs and cats, for you love 
them, you know ; or else 1's! paint ttle children, 
lke Belle and me, Which should you like the 
best!” and Willle jamped up and nm in the 
highest gise, and would gladly have stood upon 
his head, had not his mamma objected serlously 
to euch gymnastics, ‘ois 
_ Aunt Emnfly expressed great sympathy ‘ his 
joy as the anticipation of the new treasure, and 
LP) 


“Either pleture would be charming, Wilile. 
And if ou and Belle will bring your hate we 
will walk down to a print-shop and buy a print 
of come little children, with a dog and cat, for 
you to colour for me.” 

So the happy children were goon walking down 
the street, skipping with glee at the thought of 
‘he enjoyment they would receive at the print- 
shop, and thinking of wha pleasures the paint- 
box had in store for them, 

Tae slze of the box, and the numbers and 

ours of the paints, were aleo duly discussed ; 
sega a a a fat 
08 40 extravagant ant was to 
oe them sens rey ga bat she 
ETE ak eo Barks Pus 





As the omnfbuses passed only Iu the evening 
Willie watched their comfog moat carefully, for 
he felt certain that his papa might arrive an 
hour or two earlier on account of the Importance 
of his errand; and when Aunt Emlly had told 
him tha {t was surely'a vain hope, and that 
papa could not come until the usual hour, he 


—! 


:) 

"Why, Auntlo, I know he ‘will, for when 
‘Uncle James came home from America he came 
‘down with him at three o’clock, you kuow, and 
‘my paint-box fa quite ss important as Uncle 
James’ coming.” 

At this sally Aunt Emily could not help laugh- 
‘ipg, which rather discomfited Willle, for, like 
mary other children, he did not like to be 
laughed at, and it made him quilet for the space 
of three minutes ; Wut little Belle filled up the 
interlude with expressions of her joy, and caicu- 
lations of the wonders which her brother would 
perform with the mech-desired paints, 

The print-ahop offered pleasing attractions for 
the children, and half an hour soon passed away 
while the prints wére looked over, and the most 
suitable ones chosen. 

Tt now lacked but half an bony of the long- 
,expedted time when Mr. Morton would return 
from the elty, aud as soon es they arrived ab the 
gate Wille said, — 

‘Now, Aantic, ll stay here and watch for 
that oninibas ; and, if you please, you can carry 
in the pictures, and show them to mamma, You 
are good to buy them, and I'll raako them just as 
pretty as I can. ,I think, though, I'll practise on 
gome of our torn pieture-booka first, ao that I 
can do them extra fine, Won’t grandmother 
think I am aclever boy to make such pretty 
things?” 

And he danced. delightedly up and down the 
pavement, which greatly amused several passera- 


'F 
So Aunt Emily, with Httle Belle, sought her 
alater’s room, and displayed her purchases. 

* You are very good, Emmie,”’ sald her sister, 
"to take so much trouble to please the children, 
but I really fear that Wilife will be sadly dis- 
appointed, and cream, and that will displease 
his paps, you know, My hasband has a very 
poor memory, and often forgets the commissions 
i give him.. The phrase, I'll see about it, means 
to my eare, Pll tuke no thought of ft. | tried 
to convince Willie this morning that thors was 
little hope of his obtaining the paint-box ; but 
he fa of so sanguine a temperament that it pro- 
duced no effect upon him.” * 

“ Ab, well,” answered her sister, ‘’ perhaps on 
this cccasion Dick may remember. He ie very 
fond of Willie; and he fs such an attractive, 
handsome child, that every one notices him. H's 
head fs noble, and his eye moat accurate and ais- 
crimiuating. He selected all these prints, and 
they were the prettiest fo the shop, Our little 
lad may be a great painter one of these days. 
Stranger things have happaned.” 

She was Interrupted by hearing Willie shout, — 

“Papa fs coming !. papa ie coming! I ses the 
omnibus,” 

And, looking out of the window, they saw kim 
rashing up dhe street to meet iim. 

His mamma and aunt, feeling interested in the 
paint-box, hastened downstairs, while little Belle 
was already at the front door. 

_.“ Where ls my paint-box, papa? Please give 

me my t-box, paps |”? eked Willie, as he 

, reg pepa’s hand, and jamped vp and 
wo in the excitement of the moment. 

“ Your paint-box, Willle!’’ replied his papa 
Tah ag do you mean? I haven’t any paint- 

XK. 

** Why, papa,” gasped out the boy, ' you 

to mea one; and’ Acont Emily bas 

ht me lote of ;ictures to t, and I haven’t 

thought of anything else all day long,” and the 
child burst into tears, 

" What a horrid noise that child does make 1” 
exclaimed Mr. Morton, ‘I never promised to 
bring him a paint-box,” _ 

“Oh, yes you did, pepa! You eald ‘I'll see 
about it,” ond that is juse the same!” sobbed 


“No, indeed,” replied hie*papa, ‘I did not 





wy I would bay you one; and I never gove tb 
another though>,” 

And Mr. Morton shrugged hfs shoulders at 
the sound of the boy's shrill cries, and with an 
alr of indifference for his child's grief walked ou} 
Into the garden at the back of the house, and 
began to gather pears from his favourite tree, 

Wiillfe threw himself upon the carpet of the 
sliting-room, and his whole frame shook with 
the agony of bis grief, while his crfes rosounded 
through the hones, 

Belle aleo added her quota to the noise, In 
vain did thelr mamma and aunt strive bo comfort 
them. 

Ab length Mr, Morton returned from the gar- 
den, and gaid in notes of starn command,-——- 

** Stop that crying at once, children !"’ Tien 
turning to his wife, he sald, ‘I'd rather be ta a 
bear-garden than tn such s den as this}, I some 
home from the elty weary and exhausted with 
my day’: work, and this ie the comforting scene 
to which I am treated | © 15 does seem, Mrs. 
Morton, ax if you could have better digc!lpline la 
your famliy! These children are enough to 
make a man fnsane!" And he caught ap his 
hat, and going towards the door, erled out, — 

“You need nov wait tea for me. | shall 
spend the evening in more agreeable society,” 

Mre. Morton’s face-turned ashy pale, for she 
knew too well what society be would seck at the 
billiard-table, and in what @ state he would 
return home late at night, with his, pockets 
emptied by the amusements in which he had 
been engaged. She sighed heavily as sho lifted 
Wille from the floor—parting the matted halr 
which covered his brow, and kissing his dfs- 
figured cheeks, os she enid, fn low ovaxlog 
toner, — 

“Wille fs cob mamma’s darliag when. he 
cannot bear disappointment better than this, and 
makes papa leave us because he cannot endure to 
hear bis screams.” 

"Bat he said he would sea about the paint- 
box, mamma,” ecbbed the stricken child; *‘ he 
seid he would, and I thought it was a promiee, 
Oh! dear, dear, dear! Ihave thought so much 
about {t, and Bolle and I were so happy !” 

And again his sobs burst forth, and bts whole 
form was convuleed with’his childish grief, 

Meanwhile Aant Enally had coaxed little Bel)s 
upstairs, and waa beguiling her grief with a 
wonderfal story about » parrot. 

It was a hard task for the mother to soothe 
the child, whose hearb was so aorely grieved at 
his father's thoughtlessnezs. She, too, had 
experienced {t early in her marriage life, and had 
learned not to expect any little pleasing remem- 
brance or attentions from her hasband, and also 
nop to burden him with any commissions helong-. 
ing to her household cares, 

In her childhood’s home her father had never 
been unmindfal of his duties to wife or children, 
bat was always desirous of ministering to their 
comforts and pleasures. But Mr. Morton had 
nob been trained in a similar school, and he never 
considered it his duty to burden his mind with, 
the little trifllog things which go so far toward 
corapleting the sum of women’s happiness, 

When the children’s grief had been hushed by 
sleep, Aunt Emily—who had remained tocomfers 
her elster, but who had most wirely refratned 
from criticising her husband's behsvicur—re- 
quested permission to purchase the covetsd paint 
box for Willie. 

At first Mrs. Morton rather demurred at 
granting the request. She feared that her hus- 
band might object to ft; but ber sister's argu 
ments finally prevailed, ‘and she dotermtned * 
allow her to gratify the child, even at the risk, of 
hia father’s displeasure. 

Bat Aout Enfly felt sure that Mr. Morton had 
pald so little heed to the mattcr, and was: 
utterly unconeclous of the effect he had produced 
upon the child, that he*would not consider her 
act as intended to rebuke him, but she sald; — 

“ Do, dear Annie, tell Dick how !njurions is fr, 
to children especially, to psrtiy promlee to do 
something for them and then forget it entirely. 
You eculd sarely make him understand what 
unhappiness such thoaghtleseness.cinegs to thor+ 
he loves and cherishes.” 

°Mre, Morton lsteried to her elster’s kindly a4: 
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vica attentively ; but she knew her husband's 
disposition far better than her sister could, _ 
was sure that any such attempt upon her 
would only lead to a painful scene, for fb ih ace 
anger him, without convincing him that bie con- 
anes not all that a husband's should be. 

When Willie received the paint-box his syes 
sparkled with pleaeure, and hie cheeks reddened 
with joy; yet there was a little sting In tts 
possession, Bat he thanked his Aunt Eaily 
heartily for her kindness, giving her a close 
embrace anda kiss as her reward, and, with the 
box hy tightly under his arm, he darted 
away to his sister and exhibit his prize. 

When Mr. Morton saw it, he said,— 

“ Halloo ! where did that come from, Willie? 
I don’t think yon deserved to have it, you 
acreamed so horribly the other night, But your 
matomea and aunt ate doing their very best to 
3 you.” 

The colour mounted high on the boy’ brow, 
but he made no rep! reply 5 yet the Ra. he set his 
ilps tightly together showed to the observer that 
his little heart had nob forgotten the chilling 
touch of disappointment. 

By his frieads Mr, Morton was considered an 
agreeable, kindly gentleman. Yet, as we behold 
him, he was selfish, unkind, and ‘bad. tempered, 
and the amfabillty of temper and urbanity of 
manner which he always displayed in society 
was a mere outside habiliment, which, like his 
overcoat, he could Isy aside whenever he entered 
his own door, 

Willle really possessed considerable telent for 
ome and iting, and coloured the prints 

his kind aunt had purchased for him, after a 
Uvtle practics, In the pages of his picture-books, 
in quite a creditable manner. Indeed, so much 
talent did he display for this pleasing art that 
finally hie father was forced to acknowledge his 
son's ability, and after bis education had been 
duly attended to he made painting his profession, 
and his studfo became one of the most attractive 
of its kind fn the city, 

But among all its beautiful adornments an old, 
worn-out pafint-box could be seen in a con- 
spicueus situation, and when curious eyes were 
attracted to {t: facongruous appearance, the only 
information that was afforded was not always 
sathsfactory to his hearers. 

* Only a relic of my childish days,” he would 
gay. ‘’ A token from a cearly-loved aunt, whose 
exncoursgement helped me to become «# painter.” 








Tae cowardiiness of sharks fe well known 
amoog men who have been much to sea in 
Southern waters infested by man-eaters. The 
frercest shark will get out of the sea-way ina very 
great hurry if the swimmer, — its approsch, 
sete up a nolay aplaching. A shark fs in deadly 
fear of any sort of living thing that splashes 
water. 

Tax old cawbuck which has done yeoman 
service siace time immemorial without any charge 
being evggerted In ite shape has been recently 
made the subject of an improvement for which 
a patent has been granted in America. The 
objects of the fnvention are to do away with the 
necessity of putcing the knee or the foob upon 

the stick or log to be held while sawing the same 
a to provide simple and effective means for 
holding the etick to be sawed io such manner as 
to leave the operator In the best position for 
haudiing the saw. It conslete In the combina- 
tion with the buck of spring clamping jaws con- 
nected with a foot lever or treadle, and operating 
through a slotted guide fastened to the croes\bar 
connecting the legs of the aawbuck, When the 
log bas been placed on the sawbuck a elight 
pressure on the treadle clamps it firmly in place. 

Anon the lower orders of Tokio there exists a 

¢ phase of every-day life. Many men and 
women who subsist by manual labour find them. 
selves constantly without sufficient funds to buy 
thelr dinner. ‘They can pay for thelr breakfast, 
but money te got a dinner is wanting It is their 
babis, then, to put some of thelr cooking utensils 
io pawn, thus obtaining means to pay for their 
— aud when they receive their day’s wage 
in the evening, they are able to redeem the 





ledged articles, and also to-procure their supper 
that night and thelr breakfast and bath the fol- 
lowing morning. The pawnbroker, therefore, 
has to perform thirty transactions monthly in 
the nature of taking pledges and paying and re- 
celving money. The sum involved each day fs 
very small, and the interest may be anything from 
fifty to a hundred per cent., but for such trouble- 
some service a high rate of Interest cannot reason- 
ably be objected to. 


A WONDERFUL growth discovered some time sgo 
{n the sandy dry plains of Mexico seems, after 
all, not to be such a wonder es fb was at first 
belleved to be, A species of cactus, the Foqulers, 
growing in the shape of a tapered column, is 
rather commonly found thirty feet or more in 
he’ght. One specimen, however, was found bent 
into a hugh arch, both ends of which entered 
the sof] at a distance of slx yards from each other, 
In the centre of the arch 4 shoot grew out, 
which fs now more than ten feet long. How did 
this oddity grow thus? ‘The question was 
answered in a very simple way the other day. 
An o!d herder related that, when he was young, 
he and other cowboys lassoed for fan the highest 
of the tall cactl they found, and, pulling it 
down they buried the top of the column in the 
sand. This end grew roots, and a few years 
after the superabundance of vitality of this 
cactus forced for Iteelf a way out in the new 
shoot, although this epecies never grows branches 

ordinarily. Now the p plant looks like a gigantic 
spur. 

Koyptian Mgpicat Tattooma —An Austrian 
scientist found upon the body of a priestess who 
was embalmed in the eleventh dynasty—about 
3,000 years 8 0,—linear blue marks which he at 
first supposed were for ornament, but which he 
afterwards concluded were the result of some 
vigorous application of remedies, The marks 
were both below and above the umbilicus, those 
below running almost horizontally, while those 
above ft ran Ina vertical direction, The surgical 
measures were evidently taken a long time 
before the death of the woman, and were caene 
intended to cure her of some pelvic trouble, 
chronic pelvic peritonitis or what not. This 
method of introducing drugs into the body {fs still 
practised in Egypt, and the writer was able to 
collect details of ninety-eeven cases in which it 
was employed. In most of theta the tattooing 
was done upon the temples for the relief of head- 
ache or neuralgia, bub in other cases the scarifica- 
tlon was made upon the hands, feet, shoulders, 
knees, buttocks, neck, or abdomen, The tech- 
nique of this treatment is as follows : From three 
to seven needles, which are bound together in a 
bunch, are thrust obliquely into the skin. When 
blood begins to flow from the punctures thus 
made, o mixture of milk and so0t, to which the 
juice of various plants has been added, is rubbed 
into the wounds, 

Mapagascar Wipows.—Upon the death of 
any man of position, on the day of the funeral 
the wife {s placed in the house, dressed in all her 
best clothes, and covered with her ailver orna- 
mente, of which the Shinanaka wears a conalder- 
able quantity. There she remains until the rest 
of the family return home from the tomb. But 
as soon as they enter the house they begin to 
revile her with most abuelve language, telling 
her that it Is her fault that her winlana, or fate, 
has been strorger than that of her husband, and 
that she fs virtually the cause of his death. They 
then strip her of her clothes, tearing off with 
violence the ornaments from her ears and neck 
and arms ; they give her a coarse cloth, a spoon 
with a broken handle, and a dish with the foot 
broken off, with which to eat; her bafr ie dis- 
hevelled, and she fs covered up with a coarse 
mat, and under that she remains a)! day ‘ong, 
and can only leave It at night; and she may not 
speak to any ore who goes {nto the house, She 
{s not allowed to wash her face or hands, but 
only the tips of her fiogers. She endures ail this 
sometimes for a year, or at least for elght 
months; and even when that is over, her time 
of mourning Is nob ended for a considerable 
period ; for she is not allowed to go home to 
her own relations until she has been first 
divorced by her husband's family. 





A BLIND BABY. 
10: 


Eric Srepaens was broken-hearted. His 
sweet ycung wife was dead. In hie passionate 
anguish he was almost demented, and to his 
sister's borror raved likea madman. 

“Erle!” she exclaimed, breathlessly, ‘‘ you 
must go abroad! I will not do for you to stay 
here ; you will lose yoursenses. ‘I ”—she hesi- 
tated, frowned—‘'I will take care cf the 
c t ” 

The faint wail of a week-old Infant followed 
her words, . 

‘‘Idon’s think I care much for the child,” 
sald the young father, in a hollow volce. 

Mrs. Grant made no reply, She was not fond 

of children herself. 

NE tien ae a eg with me, and you 
maust go abroad with Louis, 

This arrangement was finally made. Eric 
Stephens went abroad with his sister's 
Louls Fenn, and she took the child to The 
Willows, as ber country seat was called. 
Pe are seconded Mre, Grant's advice, and 


wing that what everybody approved must be 
eh, te her brother made hits arrapgementa for the 
change {fn a silent, spiritiess way, at the last 
angen owe hitherto forgotten ib, to ses 


His alster brought it, It was very tiny for » 
fortnight-old baby, looking smaller even than at 
ite birth. 

‘*T don’t think {t will live,” said Eric, in the 
_= menotonous voice he had used since Nita 

ied. 

Mre. Grant thoughtfully wrapped the baby 
again in its flaunels, Perhaps if Eric did not A 
away, but remained and grew anxfous over 
child, it would be better for bim. 

She Idolized her brother--was very proud of 
him. She bagan to consider that she would have 
him more to herself, aince the pretty young wife, 
of whom she had been jealous, was gone. Bat 
all srrangsments were cted, they had ts 
mede by her advice, and she held ge 

In same black garb in w 
attended pretty Nita’s funeral, she ie 
from the carrisge, and ascended the terraces of 
The Willows, she child in her arms. 

She was a wealthy widow. ‘The helpless little 
belug she bore in her oe man- 
sion might have been, had she been a different 
kind of woman,a boon to her, Bat she had 
never had a child, and she did not love children. 

She meant to le every comfort for this 
one, however, relinquishing her own chamber to 
establish a sunny nursery for the baby—for was 
it not Eric's child and heiress} A fortune walted 
for the tiny creature, 

Bat the baby did nob thrive. It was restless 
and walled a great deal, and when [t was a month 
old the nurse said,— 

‘© She’s ab the proper sge to take a little 
notice, Mrs, Grant, Do you see anything the 
matter with her eyes ¢” 

Something In the woman's tones made the lady 
look at her, 

“Her eyes? Bring her to the light,” 

She bent over the child, carefully scrutinizing 
the tiny orbs. 

“Why,” she said, slowly, ‘‘there seems a 
shadow, a film over her syes. They are not as 
dark as I thought, What ls the matter?” 

“Tm ‘fearing, ma’am,” sald the nurse with 
feeling, "that there’s cataracts coming over the 
eyes. 

ine Grant sprang back, a look of aversion 
upon her features. 

‘ “Ob, horrors! She will bea fright—a mox 
atroaity ’= 

"It's a great sfiiletion, surely ; bub perhaps 
the doctor can cure her.” 

Mrs. Grant left the nursery. But every day 
~ came several times and looked at the baby. 

he had had a letter from its father. The sea 
a had benefited his health. He had been 
warmly welcomed by many people; he wonld 
probably remain abroad several years, 

The child’s countenance was gro unsightly 
as the film thickened over its eyes, could 
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did not need a doctor to confirm what was evident 
to the most casual observer, 
Grant was shocked and passionately re- 
i thie unlooked-for affliction, She 
tepben, and the Stephens had all 
for their beauty. - 
expeoted that Erlc'y child would In- 


would be hideous } 

heard of people having this deformity 
rem ; but did It not generaliy return! Had 
not the eyee always an unpleasant expression } 
And the babe was such an an tol, alling 
creature. Rebter ib were dead ! she declared. 

She had » second letter from Erle, and thie 
time he asked for spectal tidings of the child. 
She wrote him that it was {, 

She seldom went to the nursery now. The baby 
ap constantly, ss ifit knew and rebelled against 
ite fate. 

Mra, Grant fancied she heard it wher she 
could not in her distant apartments. The infant 
became a nightmare to her, She did nob try 
yee pcyee that she hoped it would 

She brooded over the matter by day and night, 
Her ‘brain became overcharged. Eric might 
marry again and have beautiful children, This 
one should not Inherft the vast Stephen’s fortune! 
Ib was wropg-—mere weakness and folly—to allow 
an accident of birth to, vampire like. suck al! the 
happiness from her brother's life. The child was 
not {il enough to dis. It would live and gain a 
hold fa the world, and this must bo prevented 
before too late, 

One morning Mrs, Grand entered the nursery. 

‘Get the child ready as soon as you can,” she 
said to the nurse, “Iam golng to take It Into 
the ae = on nog it will be better.” 

wae already partly dressed for travell! 
nd in an hour took the baby away. ™ 

In two days she returned home, and wrote to 

ther that the afr of The Willows not 
agreeing with the child she had sent {t to the 
seaside to nurse. 

Mra. Grant supped luxuriously that night, 
and while she slept Policeman Cippe, following a 
faint walling, descended an area in a dark and 
ostrow street} of Liverpool to stumble over a 
basked, 

“A baby, by Goorge |” 

_ The Inspector at the police-station was very 
vasy with his papers when Gipps entered, bub he 
looked ap at the faint, quivering ery which pro- 
ceeded from the polfcsman’s basket, 

said 


“This one ie blind,” answered the man, t= a 
suppressed volce. 

He uncovered the basket, and the ctor 
rose and looked over the ralling of his table 
the pltlfal atom tarning its sightless orbs from 
side to side, and seekiog nourishment with g“aplog 
mouth and weak eres, Nothing livin; could 
have been more helpless and miserable, 

; It 6 nigh about dead with cold,” sald Gi 

‘Umph! Give ft to the matron. Take !t to 
the workhouse in the morning if { Ie alive.” 

Tae inepector was not a talking man, bub an 
ae of sadneas passed briefly over his iron 

~cere was a alck woman anda stray child in 
the matron’: room. The latter was a large, fair 
woman with a quiet face. 

" Whas =e there—a foundling }” 


rol eager pa om child. 
» and ovly a few weeks old! 
Lett in s basement this chilly nicht | Well, there 
are nice people in this world !” 

Ie fen't Hkely eneugh for anyone to waut 
see,” sald Gripps, Nngering to see the waif laid 
ou the matron’s lap before the fire, and {vs 
haods covered with her own warm palms. 
jast step toto the kitchen and see that Jim gete 
wore bot milk directly. Shall 11” 

ea,” 


The sick 
bh oad fron the pile” lay on a sebtee, lifted her 
., Ne mother ever did that,’’ she said. 
I don't know,” answered the matron, “ There 
ave strange Women ae well as men,” 


“A biind 





In the morning the boby was living, and was 
taken to the workhouse. i 


Fate has strange chances ! 

When Eric Stephens returned from Rusela he 
did not--as Mrs, Grant gxpected—look about 
him for a second wife, 

The one woman he had loved was dead. The 
letter from his sleter, bearing tidings that his 
child wae dead, was an old one when he again 
entered his home. 

It was nob strange, he kaew, that a mother- 
less Infant should die, bub the news had given 
him ® pivg. And then he belfeved that he had 
worn suffering out. 

For the next fifteen years he devoted himself 
to basiness, und amassed great wealth. 

About eight years after hie return, he was | 
urged to become one of the directors of an 
orphan aeylam, 

Among the desiitute children brought in was 
a little gicl, very frail and seusttive. Bat he 
thought her pretty, and, to Mrs, Grant’s dis 
pleasure, adopted her. 

“Who fe she?” she asked, coldly. 

**She has been a friendless waif, with an un- 
known history. She is now my daughter. She 
is ons of the few children I can love, I ses a0 
reason why I should deny myself the pleasure of 
cherishing her,” Stephene replied, rather sternly 
—for his relations with his sister were not always 


ous 

“T know the secre» of your taking euch a atep. 
The child looks like Nita,” she replied, with a 
severe glance, 

He forgot, in his pleasure, t 
words, 

“D» you see It? I thought so, Nita shall 
be her name |” 

And he took the littie girl between his knees 
and kissed her, 

Henceforth hie defrauded heart overflowed 
upon the child. She grew op a modest, sweet 
violet of a girl, utterly unspoiled by indulgence 
and luxury. 

Bat Mrs. Grant never liked her for growing 
more and more to look like the mother of the 
cruelly abandoned baby. 

Mrs. Grant had atrictly justified herself in 
taking this extreme step, bud her hair was grey, 
and she bad aged in appearance greatly, for 
a was ® young woman when her brother's wife 


resent her 


Her stepson had married, her husband bad lost 
hie money and died, and she was installed the 
mistress of her brother's home when Nita wat 
adopted. The latter could not like her, bub she 
delighted her father. 

She loved young Dr. Cross, too, And why not, 
since he waz her lover, and as fine and ardent a 
young fellow as covid well be? S-:ephens ap- 
proved the anion, and the young girl's life was 
very bright acd beautifal. 

Then came a catastrophe and all the horrors of 
sudden death. Eric Stephens was thrown from 
his carriage and killed. : 

No will could be found, 

Mrs. Grant put in a claim for the whole of her 
brother’s property, and, by the ald of unscru- 
pulous lawyers, seemed likely to get It. 

‘An adopted child does not inherit uniees by 
special provision,’’ she sald, boldly, to Nite. 

The age! girl was bitterly grieved. 

" Papa not intend It so. He loved me. 
He would not leave me penniless!” she de- 
clared. 

“TI can give you a good home, my darling, not 
quite eo luxarfous as this, but with all comfort,” 
sald young Cros. 

“Tt le not that, Papals wronged. He meant 
this house, which has tered my childish head, 
te be my home as long as I lived. He has told 
me so }” 

Mrs. Grant's conduct was insufferable, At 
every turn she insulted Nita, and called her an 
intruder, a beggar, an outcast, whom her brother 
bad benevolent'y harboured, 

The poor girl was wild with pais, but she 
kept the worst of ber from her lover, 

One day he entered the house and begged to 
take Nita out. 

‘*I do not care to drive |” 





“Bot I have a pu 

She ylelded and they wen! to the Comuwptive 
Hospital, 

An emaciated woman, stretched on one of the 
little cots, took and held Nita’s hand, 

‘Miss Stephens, I know about your treuble 
end I am going to help you, Mre, Grant was my 
enemy. My husband deserted me; he was a 
graceless fellow, but I loved him. 

‘SI took service with Mre. Grant, bub she 
turned me and my baby outof her house, I had 
no friends, and [ wandered about the atréets 
until I fainted for food, and was taken to the 
police-atation, where the matron helped and con 
soled me, Bat my little babe dled, 

‘While T wae at the station an abandoned 
babe—blind—waa brought io. The matron ex- 
amined its clothing to find some mark of identity. 
She found none. 

“ Bat I was more fortunate. A handkerchief 
had been accidentally dropped In the basket 
which I recognised, Ziad often washed it a 
Mre, Grant’s house; {t bore her ‘altiels, 
kept it. 

“T kept track of you. I knew your blindness 
was removed at the workhouse. You went tc 
one orphan asylum after another, from various 
causes, until, to my joy, Mr. Stephens adopted 


Par) 
4 


you. 

“ Why, child, be is your own father ; T have 
traced out all the story. Here are papers which 
will prove it at every point, and that cold and 
wiheked woman will not triamph. I have made it 
my study for years to defeat her, and I have 
done it. And nowI do not dread to dle for 1 
shall see my child her cruelty killed,” 

The woman's name was Jane Bond. 

Doctor Crosa’s father, a noted physician, had 
known her for years, and her proofs of the story 
sbe told had been prepared with a care that 
showed her to be an uncommon womar. 

Her wrongs had made her revengefal to a good 
purpose, for, to Nita’s joy, her statements were 
found undeniable even by Mrs. Grant’s moet 
akilful attorneyr, 

The latter went into obscurity, where het 
meditations probably accompanied her, and pre 
vented her enjoying the happiness of the good 
and just. 

Nita succseded to her father’s beantifal houce, 
where she was very happy, feelfog that such had 
been his wish. 

When ft came out that Doctor Croee’s father 
had operated upon her eyes in infancy, and been 
the Instrument of restoring to her alight and 
beauty, it was an added source of joy to both her 
and her young hosben’. 








A Benin loventor has discovered a process for 
making writing-psper that will not burn. He has 
also invented a pecullar Ink that resists the action 
of fire, and remains mpon the paper as a dark- 
brown sediment, 

Many people make 9 mistake fn speaking of 
the Aztecs sweepingly, as if Mexico were yet 
largely inhabited by them, This proud, pathetic 
race, the last of the race to flourish on the 
Mexican continent at the time of the Spanleh 
invasion, are now but few in number, The 
treasure of thelr kings buried in the great lake, 
thelr last monarch Lung by the cruel conquerer, 
their beautifal valley given over to fire and sword, 
their immense temp'es and wide-stretched ofty 
utterly destroyed, the Aztecs left fur ever the 
valley of Mexico and a few of them aré now 
among the hills of Paebis, while others, few alo, 
are eaid to live along the Pacitic coast. The Aztoc 
type is rare enough. Unlike the Toltecs they do 
not deform their skulls, They are dolichocepha- 
lous, with narrow foreheads, have flat nosee 
sloping almost straight from the forehead ; 
black eyes, large mouth, thick purple lips, short, 

lar teeth set In rose-colonred gums and 
thick, coarse, bleck hair. They wear little or uo 
beard. They have a dull bronze-coloured akin. 
with a lighter hue in the palms of the hands and 
the soles of the feet and are ugly rather than 
handsome. Such are the Aztecs as found to-day 
in fragmentary bands and fn fsolated parts of 
Mexico, . 
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losing me really weighed heavily on my lover's | dowa the hall and throggh Into the still-room to 
mind; and however much he understood that | au tend some beef-tes makin 


BROWN EYES AND BLUE. 


—0i— 
CHAPTER XIV, 
" No, I'L not weep. I bave full cause for weeping, but 
Shall break into a hundred thouvand ‘iaws ere I will 
O foo! Pchall go mad |” 


A ‘suapow has falleo on my heart—a strange, 
weird, horrible shadow—which has already taken 
the aweet savour ont of my Ilfe, and made it 
barren, drear, cheerless az a withered branch on 
its parent stem. 

There fe s' summer and winter In humen 
hearts, and it is winter with me now; yet the 
flowers still bloom in the sunbeams, the choir of 
birda still chant thelr matins and evensong at 
dawn and eve, and the fields yet langh and sing 
in thelr summer garments of blossoming rich- 
ness, ' 

Time has carried this shadow on his back and 
launched 1 full at my feet, and my heart {s. full 
of strange, inexplicable, rending anguish, for a 
blight, a withering horror, has fallen upon it, and 
love 1 going ite way, leaving me slone—quite 


Let me tell you of it in my own way, and then 
pliy me; give me all your pity, for, indeed, I 
need it sorely, My atory le a terribly bitter one 
~~#0 bitter that it almost seems as if ib could be 
but a tom sorrow, not areal, aching grief. 
Well, let me tell it quickly, get it over and put 
away out of sight, sound, and mind, lest hy 
brooding over {t. reason shall play me falee and 
maske me regret what {s past and dons ; and that 
cannot, must aot, ba, So listen, then, 

Colla came back to Gable End instead of the 
Rectory, as father wished. J, of course, wel- 
comed him with all my loving heart and ont- 
stretched arms. ‘1b seamed ages since I had 
gazed on thoes dear brown eyes and heard his 
voice calilag me his “ Blue Eyes,” 

Looking back on ib now, how very, very sweeb 
{bh was] Thab memory, at least, brings me no 
pang. The others, too, all greeted him most 
heartily, seeming really glad to see him once 
more, But he himself, poor fellow, was sadly 
out of epirite, Daryl’s affair weighed heavily 
upon him. Many a talk had we over it, I much 
wanted to ask dear father’s advice about It, bub 
Colin so earnestly begged me nob to menilon It, 
ab any rate, not uoti!l later, if nothing could be 
really done to exirlcate his brother from the con- 
sequences of his own misdoing. 

I promised to do as he wished in the matter, 
and walt antl! it-was absolutely necessary to let 
father hear ; and, as Colln very truly said, he 
was still extremely unwell, and any eudden news 
like that might aatarally upseb him and. make 
him worse. 

Poor Cella, how be harped upon. that one 
theme of my breaking off the engagement be- 
cause Of Daryl’s fault! That seemed to worry 
hina and make. him unhappy more than the rest, 
Valnly I assured him that I would not, indeed, 
could not, doit, He always,answered,— 

“Not you, my darling, .perhaps, but your 
people will for you, and no wonder. I could not 
blame them so very much {f they did ; {t would 
only be just that your fature, at least, should 
not be soiled with s disgracefa) history,” 

“Bot you are blameless, Colin, 1am going 
to —eey you, not Dary), or. your family,” I 
urged, 

“True, Blue Eyes 5 but I feel, nevertheless, 
they will part you and me,and then, I shan’t care 
a fig to live; better blow my braing out at once, 
f think, and saye tromble.’’ 

‘' My deprest boy, doa’t taik like that; I won't 
listen to you if-you do.” 


Then we kissed, and, so,.1b ended for-the time:!' 


being. Oar discuseions usually ended in thie 
manner, though they might be ronewed-not very 
long after on the gelf-same subjects, However, 


ib always eeemed an efficient: and charming: 


eptllogue, to our discourse, and 1 for one could 
find no fault. with. it.I think in thab time 1 
showed my love more openly, more fally. than 
I ‘ad hitherto done; for I saw that the idea of 


my true devotion would keep me falthfal to 
him, other wills than ours, other circumstances, 
might combine to sever us two, 

Ah! my love, my love, if [tb had but rested 
there all would have been well with our troth. 
No shadow would have veiled our bliss, no 
terrible eutpicions wrecked our hope; vo grim, 
hard, incontrovertible facts would have ground 
my heart’s love in the mill of doubt, and let me 
see with ‘my own ayes the awful verification of 
suspicions, which I tried so very hard to cast 
away from me as fm , but whick forced 
themeelves upon me in all their bi naked 
trath; and mads'me, ae I am, shorn of happl- 
ness. , 


Colin bad been back ‘with us for five days, 
when father; Instead of getting better as we 
sll hoped he would, became saddenly much 
worse, . 

As yet we had not hel De, Plaskit from 
Retford, our usual AZ :culaplus fn any tem 
allmente—which, thank Heaven, we had always 
been remarkably free from, fresh alr and exercise 
being antidotes to illness In our cave—aimply 
because dear father alway had an antipathy to 
calling in a doctor, and kept on saying each day 
he should be batter the next, with all our tender 
Hitle nursing in the shaps of beef tea, &s., and 
also some medicine which he had been in the 
habit of taking, whenever at all aillog, for years 
psat, belng an old preser{ption of a dead and gone 
physician ; a large bottle of this mixture father 
had made up when first taken poorly, and which 
be had taken regularly every night scd morniog 
alt. 


c8, 

However, on this fifth morning he seemed so 
completely worse, unable to get up, and suffering 
much from excessive faintness, a sensation of 
giddiness, and an Intermittent, irregular pulse, 
that aunt, evidently alarmed, and not knowing 
exactly what to do, ber desire that Dr. 
Piaskit should be sent for, Even father said he 
could not understand what alled him, or account 
for the faintness, whitch seemed to steal over him 
every now and again, and cloud all feeling of 
brain and mind. 

So Michael rode over to Retford by aunt's 
desire, though Colia had, immediately on aunt's 
expression of oplulon at the breakfast table as to 
the seriousness of father’s malady, whatever {t 
might be, offered to go, begging that he might.be 
made of some use. 

However, Aunt Rachel emphatically negatived 
the suggestion, and so Colin and I our- 
selves to the little morning-room, where I gave 
him some of father’s coina to rub up, while, I 
every now and then stole upstairs to see how my 
dear father was, wishing the doctor would soon 
come and relleve our natzral anxiety, while aunt 
walted for him fn the dining-room, and Lefla 
remained in her own room writing letters. 

Ab last De, Pisskit made his appearance, belog 
brought back with Michael, He re fa 
father’s room a long time, then he and aunt were 
closeted in the dining-room, evidently talking 
over the case for nearly an hour; then be came 
ont, and I, waiting for him at the old onken door, 
asked him what was the matter with my father. 

“He'll soon get better,. Miss Celia,” he. re- 


sponded to my question, settling the relas over |, 


his mare's neck while he spoke. ‘‘I’m comf 
in a day orso; 0 the meaniime I'll 


again 
over something for him to take. I’ve given Mrs,, 


Lascelles. all. directions, you need not be 
,alarraed, {t’s—t{b's oaly a passing indieposition,” 


and, stepp{og up into the ssddie, he rode away. 
L heard:s heavy sigh behind me as he wont off, 


.jjand, tarniug qoickly round, saw aun with a» 


face of deepest concern, watching me, Ste fb. 
was who sighed, +4 - 

Ta father very ill, aunt’” I asked, quickly, 
foarful.of that ominous sigh,, Why would, not, 
Dr ae tell me whah.was the matter with 
him?” 

"There isinothing: serious the matter with my 
brother-in-law: As Dr: Plaskit sald, merely a. 
pateing ledisposition; be wili-soon be better, 
much better. You need not alarm .youreelf an- 





necessarily,’ returned aunt, as she turned away 


. 

went back to Oolin, stil! rubbing away 

vigorously at the coins with the leather i had 
given him. 

“Well, Biae Eger,” he sald, ae I entered; 
“what's the news, good or bad! Wbstdoeathe 
doctor say ?”’ 

‘He says Io's nothing serious, we need not 
be alarmed at all, and that doar father will soon 
be well,” I answered, cheerily, for, after all, both 
the doctor and aunt.seemed to make light of fb, 

Oh that I had aald he was tll—very ill, that 
we must watch, and for his recov 


a different answer would I have made—how care* 

fully I would have spoken f) Well, it was nobito 

ba; fate willed It differently. o" 1 © * 
“Tam gladot that, my: Blac 

swered wy lover, gaily; “ I 

nob turn out anything 


pleasant face at meal-times. I thoroughly appre- 
clate your father in every respect, my Blue Eyes!” 
he ended earnestly, and then we drifted into 
speaking of other things ; until Colfm sald he 

t he would walk over to the Rectory, and 
let Miss Hannsh and Mr. Barlow bear how father 
wae, a3 they had sent over twice yesterday, 
ansiously inquirlog-after him, having heard in 
the village that he was ailing, 

So away lover started, and I wandered off 
into ‘the to pluck afew sweet-scented 
flowers to make Into eres take into 
father’s room-for him, knowing passion for 
flowers, which I inherit, and could therefore sym- 
pathise with, jadging his love by mime, 

I had told Colin that we should not expect him 
back to launch; for 1 knew thad Miss Hannah would 


leating 

debt of gratitude to her, kind good soul that she 
was ? 4 ° wen i ‘is 
Bat for her Imight never have known how 


aweetlove fs. Yes! and how very full of pain 
too, I-can now add, sAnywayyI wished bim to 


‘remain, and was, therefore, not in avy degree 





whereat she made no comment, only looked acroes 
gaxed) back at her, and I fancied 


{b mattered not to me, thought, and dismissed 
myself yr a beleg a meal quickly 


th, P ts 
It must have been quite two-hours later, when 
I, at fb my dattice window, book-in hand, 
and. out for: Colin's’ return—for I could. 


Ni ‘amy A cold, £0 in! a naturally 
a 46Come ta:!! andes ’ 
‘the knocker abeyedy and in-walked Leila. - ~~ 
| She looked a little «pale, and a-pink- tinted. 
\eyelid might mean reeently.shed tears, She began 
her errand at once thus,—- 

"Celia, E-bavescome. to-tell: you-thatt think 
I had better leave Gable Endvas pon as you can- 
let me go,” she eld timidlyyandowith -an alr o! 
reluctance ui ob. Hawwle y “? 

"As goon a8: Locan lew you gol” L-echoed- 
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zedly ; for, mind you, I had recelved no atom 
of bint (4 to ‘any pal os intention of quitting us 
at a moment's notice as it were. “I really don’t 
sopaprehend what you mean, Lella, Why do 
you wish to go eo suddenly! What is the 


matter ?”” 

“] must go,” she retarned quickly. ‘'I feel I 
cannot stay any lopger—-now.” 

" Bab #” I argued, letting my book fall 
op my lap }‘ why now more than yesterday, and 
the day before, or the day before that? Do ex. 
piain yourself, Why euch a mysterious deter. 
mination delivered In such a mysterious manner? 
Why that emphatic now !”-~and I gazed up at 
ver full of inquiry. : 

“Ohfthere are mévy things, Colis;. which 
make me wish to leave Gable Hud,” she rejotsed 
harrledig, faterlaclog her fingers nervously ; 
“‘chings I really can’t explain, and even, it 1 


conkd, you would ‘not hear them, I catr only 


repeat that the sooner I go ths babter for my 
Pee tng Lalla well by tsa 4d 1 resaguved 
Kuo’ well by me 
that ahe quite expected me to question on 
the mubject, though she 
ness to enlighten me as to the cause ; ‘end that, 
in all huwian probability, a few-more’ questions 
on my part and auewers on hers -would-elicit the 
truth, and bring it to the Ughtef days’ >". 
“ Good heavens, Leila, don't'be sé obseure/? I 


y thie-sadden re- 
sulutior of poics, the reasou, and @iase?” and 
i felo vn pet it quite lawyer-ifke, tersely and 
to the it, : 

The fingers nervously worked together, then 
she burst omb,-~ 

‘No, Cella; uo, I can’t tell you I can’b; 
don't ask me any more!” which of course meand 
that I should demand an answer, which I accord- 
ingly did, 

“You must tell me,” I put in, abruptly ; ‘I 
desire to know, and I do not consider it right of 
you to keep mein the dark. You are wy guest, 
father’s and mine, andi demand to know what 
youhave to complain of !”~~then I stood up and 
faced her, 

Lella whom I have never knowa to quail before 
anyone, certainly not before my humble self 
takes out her handkerchief, covera her eyes and 
gives vent toa sob, , ‘ 

“You are very cruel to ask me, cruel to make 
me tell you. You'll hate me when I've told you, 
and yet you want me to. Remeniber, it’s no 
fault of mine, Ewowld much rother you heard 
{hb from some one else, and of course you will 
hear It, because Aunt Lascalies.will have-to tell 
you ; but I'd much rather it wasn’t mo, I'd sooner 
go back to London at.once before you do hear 
it.” and bere came another gob, 

‘'Koow what?" I asked sharply. .“ What Is 
there to know, that I don’t know already? I 
shall not blames you for telling me, be very sure 
of that. Oome, what.is {t}” and I tapped my 
foot a ps dog nay floor. 

*; P don’t ask me I-beg you not to, 
Cella,” gald Leila, from behind her handkerchief, 
_ “Goon,” I returned petulaatly,."‘I wish to 
ear. If you do not tell me J shall go to aunt at 
once, sc you need nol Imagine to keep whatever 
" "IPT do salt oof she ed length 

~ you,’ gulped out at ‘ 
“you must promise me faithfully nov. to nay @ 
word to anybody—to no one, miud-—-—” 

‘‘ Ta it ech asecred then ? ” I exclaimed rather 
loftily, “ because {f it is_a secret of your own I do 
not care to hear, it. I dislike having other 
people’s secrets to take care of ;.I find my own 
few quite aufficlent for one small brain. No, if 
it fs a secret, keep it to yourself ; that fs always 
the = plan.” 

“Tt fan’t,” she’ hurriedly interrapted; " It 
concerna ug Sil, more or less, and it won's remain 
che on yun hehehe laar teon, to tor poe 
me OM your silence, for 
vont at fess , saa | 
oe I promise,” I returned slowly, after» 

“Not to speak of ft to « 
to—-Colia Boughton |” she added, lingoringly. 

"Make haste, then; I promise what you ask. 


professed her unwilling: | 5, 


If ft ls to come out, sooner or later, a few hours 
more or less to him will make no difference, and I 
do not consider myself bound by that promise for 
alltime, Well, what is it?” 
** Ob, {t's dreadful, telllog you. I don’t like 
doing ft at all. I wish it were anyone but me, 
only don’t, please, don’t hate meafterwards. I'm 
suce 1 don’t know whether I ought or not, whether 
it’s right of me. Perhaps Aunt Laseelies would 
not wish me to. What shall I do?” and Leila 
. wrung ber hands, 
this time I was worked up to the highest 
ion of nervous curiosity and apprehension, 
Itwas clear to me that Leila bad really something to 
communicate which she thought would prove 
ppleasant, and which, rightly or wrongfally, she 
desiréd'to withbold from me, But she had gone 
the very surest way to make me eagerly desirous 
| of hearing this mysterfous conmunication, and so 
ft was Simost angrily that I sald)— 
vor nob, Lella? Yea 


, ely.you need not be so 
about it? JF @hall not murder you 
, me,” r 
‘ a little gasp os I ended my sentence, 
“No,” she rejoined queerly, S06 would not, 
bad othets might.” 


4. What others? Yom ore talkin 
ees ‘blerdae,” r sae worrstaty 
. : wou maine, bo 0 

old oh Ean housed ‘taurderers as ft does oe 


1 a8 one grows fruls |” and I laughed 
in pure detision of the absurd {dea. 

" Ah} there has been many a true word spoken 
fn jest before now,” she returned, shaking her 
head sorrowfal, and wiping her eyes. “ You 
may not be so very far out in your reckoning as 
you may thinks You asked me just now why I 
wanted to leave Gable End, where I have spent 
so many cherished hours, free from care” — 
unctuously—“'in a haven of peace snd plenty 
Well, you shail hear why. The reac I wish to 
go is becaues J, for one, have no desire of lying 
under the awful imputation of belong a—a—- 
murderer,” she ended, hesitatingly. 

“Good heavens, Leila! are you gone stark 
raving mad!” I sald, bursting out into a» loud 
laugh. 

"TL almost wish I wore, bat Iam not. It is 
the truth I am telling you now, though you may 
not belleveme. At present we all He wader it, 
You, I, Aunt Lascelles, and everyone,” she sald, 
em 


phatically. 
* Bat whyt For what. reason! I believe 
You can’t be awake to 
Celia, {b seoms really too 
horrible to say——because your dear father’s medi- 
cine has been tampered with,” andj she sank her 
volee to a low whisper, as if in fear. 

I stared at her in wide-eyed utter amazement 
—stared stonily, overwhelmed, trying to 
the meaning of her speech, She must be R 
I thought. 

“ Tampered with! X echoad, atlength. ‘ My 
owa dear father’s medicine tampered with? 
What can you mean!” 

© Alas! Jam telling you the terrible truth, 
Dr. Plaskit confided to Aunt Lascelles his private 
opinion and perfect conviction, from all he saw of 
. Mr, Lascelles’ state, that the medicine had, as he 
himself expressed it, been ‘ tampered with,’” she 
answered, mors quietly. 

**But I do not quite understand yet, Lella. 
Tell me more plainly,’ [ asked, gazing fixedly in 
her face to glean information. You see I was 
still In a maze of astonishment, and could nob yet 
determine what she really meant. She looked 
: round tho room, ss if to see no one 
ng near; then she came up close against 
me, and stooping her head tos isvel with mine, 
,where [satin the 7 oaken window seat, she 
whispered hoarsely and impressively, as if deter- 
‘mined this time I should not mistake Ler mean- 
{ng, or grope any more in the dark, 

**T mean to say that someone has been tryi 
to—-poison your father,” and she raised her 


|. [felt a sudden cold shiver run through my 





whole frame, and I know I must have beon 





white to the very I[pe, as I echood the frigbtfal 
word,—- 

‘* Poison |” 

Someone trying to p ison the dearly loved 
father, whom Iadored, and whom everyoue fa 
and around Marling revered and respecta:t. 
Why, he had not one aing!s enemy in ali the wide 
world, How could he have? He had never 
wronged a ifving soul, and was loved by all and 
each. Oh! id conld not be, To wish to murder 
father In his own old home, to try and polson 
him! No, it wae too ghastly, too herrible an 
idea to credit, It could not poasibiy bo trae. 

All this and much more careered mad!y through 
my mind, as I valaly tried to image what Lells 
sald to my own comprehension ; staring vacantly 
at her upright dgure standivog sliently by my 
side. 

‘' Gow. did \you know! How did Dr, Plaskté 
know? Per he was wrorg,” I gasped out « 
jast-throvgh tay dry lips. 

“He enidall the symptoms pointed to !: ; 
be would not‘poaltiveiy assert {t was so until Be 
had made ‘sure, He begged that no hint offi 
should leak out before he was absolutely certain; 
and Aunt Lascelles would not have told me/onby 
[ happened.te go into her room and found der to 
terribly apseh that I made her tell me what was 
the mateer. She has no ideal have told yaw, 
and Ite sure she would not wieh {»,” ake cuded, 
doubtially; eyeing me. 

“Then why did you?” I sald, my 
intense pain ; “oh! why did yon!” 

“ Because you left me no alternative, Ocliai)'I 
wald you would be sorry you nisde me tell you, 
‘only you forced me to do so, You cannot dery 
that, can you?” she rejoined, wit an fojured 
air. 
"No, I know I made you tell me, What is 
Dr. Plaskit going to dot” I queried, still low- 
voiced and painfally, with an «ffort. 

* Well, he told aunt he should gend a bottle of 
fresh medicine this afternoon, which lz to be sub- 
stituted for the other without anyone knowing it. 
Then in the morning when he comes he will jast 
take it away and analyze it.” 

* Does anyone beside aunt, you and I, Lefla, 
know of this, this awful suspicion, for ib fa only 
® suspicion as yet?” 

“No,” she returned, quickly ; “ remember, fb 
was quite by chance I got it from Aunt Lascelles. 
Bat, you see, I was not so vary far wrong 
when I said we all, every one of us, lay under 
a horrid imputation of being a would-be mur- 
derer.”” 

"Tf ib is, Indeed, true that father’s medicine 
has bad polson mixed in {0, of course someone pat 
{t there,” I sald, thoughtfully. 

“ Pat [b there wilfully,” she amended, forcibly ; 
‘'of sheer malice aforethought,” 

‘Oh! who conld have done it?” I broke out, 
passionately sorrowful, ‘‘who could have been 
gullty of so vile a deed, so vile a thought $” 

“JT wonder, Perhaps it was one of the ser- 
vants.” 

“Why should it be? They could have no 
reason for dotng it.” 

‘True, nelther had Aunt Lascelles or Michael, 
or—or you, for Instance,” she ended, healtstiogly. 

“T! Great Heaven! Leila,” I cried, in sudden 
prin, “I! bis own child! How can you sey 
anything so horrible, even as an example?” 

“Well,” she returned, queerly, ‘as you sald 
just now, it must have been pub there, aud, of 
course, sotaeone must have pub it. Ii not aunt, 
Michasl, the servants, or yourself, there but re- 
mains myself and Colia Boughton.” 

My heart gave a fierce leap when she said this 
almost calmiy, as if enunclating en ordinary 
commonplace, Why should she dare to bring in 
Colin’s name? Colin, my lover, my heart's de- 
light, all my happiness. : 

‘{ cam swear by all I hold sacred ft is not i,” 
she went ov, fervidly.. “Iam nos guilty of so 
dastardly an act-—-——” and she paused, 

I jumped off my seat, and stood erech. before 
her. 

Say no more, Leila i” I cried, hoarsely, * yor 
have said enough: I wish to hear no more, 
Heaven koows who le guilty, if guilt there be. 
I want to be alone and think {6 all over. I thank 
you for telling me—it was right I should know. 
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‘| MEAN TO SAY THAT SOMEONE HaS BEEN TRYING TO POISON YOUR FATHER!” WHISPERED LEILA. 


Leave me alone now, please, I must think {t all 
over 

_“* You promised to keep it secret until D-. 
Vieskit is sare of it blmseli, remember,” she put 
in, softly, eyeing meas if she were not certain 
whether I did not intend to fly at her like soms 
wild animal, ‘You won’t forget your promise, 
will you? You promised me so faithfully,” 

‘‘And I shall keep my word,” I answered, 
coldly 

‘And you won’t let Aunt Lascelles know I 
told you, because she might be angry with me,” 
she urged agsin, etill watchfully eyeing me, 
“ snd annt has always been eo kind to me that 
Iebould not Uke to offend her in the smallest 
way.” 

“IT will nod betray your confidence, Leila ; 
you need be under uo apprehension. I shall leave 
aunt to tell her own story whenever she pleases, 
if that {s what you mean, No, I will not 
eo you,’ and I turned slowly away from 

er. 


Somehow the sight of her standing near, 
watching me as if she dreaded an outbreak, 
seemed to irritate ms beyond endurance. 

“If Ican help you at all in any way,” she 
began, timidly, moving towards me, but I cut her 
short at once, 

“You cannot. Thank you all the same, I 
need no help. I want to be alone,” 

Then at last she left me to my own brooding. 

“I hope I haven’t done wrong in telling her,” 
I heard her say, sotto voces as she softly opened 
the door, passed ont, and closed [t behind her. 

I drew a long, sobbing kind of breath when I 
found myself alone, and fell on my knees against 
the mullioned window, resting my head against 
the open framework to catch the summer = tor 
I felt stifled, faint, dizzy with inward nervous 
excitement, 

The sir seemed fall of sighings and whisper- 
fags, dreadfal thoughts and fancier, phantoms of 
horrible doubt and dread. I felt ae if I were 
groping In the dark to find a ray of light— 
groping to touch peace of mind and happiness, 





which aesmed awallowed up In blackness for ever- 
more. 

I tried to picture {t over in my mind again, to 
follow Leila’s story ; tried to fathom the horrible 
mystery. Who could desire father’s death so 
much as to try and poison bim? Surely not 
aunt, or Michael—his death to them would mean 
& very different state of things, Then Leila was 
guite ont of the question—she would nelther 
gain nor lose, if-even such # monstrous sin could 
enter into her head to commit, No, I absolved 
her completely, She was not guilty. As she 
hereelf sald, there only remained Colin! my 
Colia ! 

Ob! no, surely no, nob Colfa, I erled in fnward 
mind anguish. Not my lover, my dear, my loved 
Colin, Let me cast away that shought as too 
foul, too unutterably horrible to remain one 
moment, He would gala truly, because my 
money would, of course, be his to use if he 
wished, sad all mother's money would then be 
mine. Bat he could not, surely he could not 
dream of such an awfal, ghastly sin, The man 
who loved and trusted him, received him as an 
honoured guest and future son, to whom he was 
giving bis daughter fn all faith and trust! 

Not Oolin, dear Heaven ; oh! not my Colln, 
I crled fa an sgony to myself, while the eummer 
wind seb the rose petals floating and murmured 


| through the trees as ff ip echoed my pltifai 


prayer. 

Thus I eat and thought and planned what I 
would do. It was a clmple plan enough, bat 
one which I determined upon carrying out. If 
polson had been mixed with dear father’s medi- 
cine it moet have been done in the night-time, 
when all the rest of Gable Ead were sleeplog 
soundly, innocently, fearlessly, dreaming of no evil 
whatever. 

This I felt certain could be the only time when 
such a deed would be done {fn safety, free from 
observation, Hence I meant to watch near 
father all the night throvgh, without letting 
anyone know of my futention, so that if the 
poisoner came to drug the medicine again I might 





thus see with my own eyes who had [t in thelz 
mind to send my beloved father to that land 
from whence there is no returning path, and 
whose King Is death. 


(To be continued.) 
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New rules have lately been issued regulating 
the quantity of hair a soldier may wear on his 
face, and withdrawing the privilege which hac 
for many years been accorded to pioneers In the 
Army of wearing beards. In the fature if 
Tommy Atkins wishes to wear whiskers he must 
only allow them to grow a very moderate length, 
and anything approaching the Dandreary type fs 

rously tabooed. Oxcly a moustache and a little 
whisker on the cheek will bs allowed hereafter. 

A Dorcuman bas favented an automatic 
physiclan. In appearance the machine fs a 
dignified metal man, the front of whose walst- 
coat Is plerced with » number of openings, over 
each of which is inscribed the name of one of the 
commoner ailrnonts to which humanity {s subject. 
You put a penny in the slot set apart for your 
particular fiiness, and ous pops a small packet of 
medicine, This automatie doctor may be con- 
sulted by the sound as well as by the sick, for 
one of the slote delivers a " refresher eud tonic ” 
distilled from wholesome herbs, 

A sHIELD or protector for bottles while 
being opened has been designed and patented. 
Ib consiste of two shells of metal adapted to 
recelve the bottle by the two parte fitting around 
it, and completely covering it. The faside bas 
rubber cushions to prevent the breaking of the 
glass by contact with the hard metal, and on the 
outside are projections, designed to offer a 
gtipping surface for the hands. Shonld the 
bottle break during ap of opening, the 
hands of the operator wil] be entirely protected 
from harm. 7 
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ON THB STEPS DUDLEY WENTWORTH WAS STANDING, WITH A SMILE ON EiS LIPS 


YOUNG AND SO FAIR. 
—:0:— 
CHAPTER X 
© THE VICTIM OF FOLLY.” 
“Sir down,” said General Forrester, pointing 
his 


to a chair, and at the eame time eyeing niece 
curiously, ‘I shall not keep you long.” 

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth 
when there came a resounding crash from the 
room on the opposite side of the landing which 
wat the Gsneral’s own dressipg-room, and a 
splashing as of a monstrous bird thrown Into 
water, Sibel nearly bounded out of her chair, 
Wondering {f ip could be the Major come to grief 
in his wanderings fn » strange house; but her 
uncle only frowned, and, annoyed at his own in- 
voluntary start, muttered : 

“That idiot Mary tumbiing over a can |” 

Thea he cleared his throat, settled his tie, 
drew himeelf up to his fall height, which was not 


much above five feet nine, and began in his usual. 


unmusical tons ; 
She sped ber bande tight, ond ovary 
@ clas nde tight, and acrap of 
colour left her face. It le soquived this to mh 
ber martyrdom complete, 

‘I {magine someone has taken the trouble to 
investigate our domestic affairs, and make them 
public. There isa proverb about washing your 
dirty linen ab home, but it has been disregarded, 
anc that which is enough to make your poor 
fa:her rise f.om his grave has been published 
right and iefo through the neighbourhood, I 
dou’: know If you thought it was the best way of 
— public compassion }” 

© nob want compassion,” throwing back 
her head, ecornfully ; ‘and I only wish “that I 
am one might hear of me 

“Hamph! more tragic than true. If you 
wanted to be so retiring, why did you peociains 
your disgrace upon the house tops!” with a 
slight sneer, 





“T never did. I have been a prisoner for ever 
80 long ; you seem to forget {t,” 

“ Prisoners can write.” 

" Others can, bat I had no ons to write to.” 

“Not even Wentworth !—s man whom you 
have known for a twelvemonth}” 

“TI never wrote to hina in my ‘ife!” her 
cheeks growilyg crimson, as In a moment It 
flashed Uke a vision through her braln-—that 
meoting at the gate, when his lips had touched 
her cheek, and their hearts seewed to beat to the 
same measure ! 

** Nor sent him a message 1” 

“Not” 

"Then someone else did,” frowning hard in 
his perplexity ; and the outcome of It all fs that 
Lord Wentworth wishee to know if you would 
like to share bis home for the future.” 

Sibel opened her eyes in the greates’ surprise. 

“Well, whet is your answer?” snapped the 
General, 


* Of course I should!” agleam of joy shining 
in her eyes, “ Tnere’s nothing on earth I should 
like better.” 

“ And you think yourself fit to go to Went- 
worth Chase, when I tell you that I do not 
ee worthy to remain at Coombe 

ge ’ 

Oertalnly I do!” with calm dignity. I 
lasted but for a moment, and her lip quivered. 
It was euch joy to find that Dadley had not 

her, Though he had met her so 
y at the door of the church he had been 
for her, and thinking of her fatereste all 


the 

"J—I—thank him from the bottom of my 
heart,” she said, brokenly, whilst the tears ran 
down her cheeks, 

“TY think you onght to,’ sald the General, 


was @ knock at the door, 
* Please, Sir, Major Lushington is downstairs, 
and wants to speak to you very '¢ 
ro ciscilla, standing Ia doorway, like a sen- 





J 


'* Ab this time of night?” 

“It’s very particular, the gentleman says.” 

'* Show him into the library.” 

Then turning to Sibel,— 

‘Do you know anything of this! Have you 
sent for him!” 

" No,” standing up in great agitation, 
I wish to heavens he had not come i” 

"Leave him to me, and I'll soon send him 
about his business ;” and the General walked 
out of the room, with a ferocious expresslon on 
bis sunbarnt face ; whilst the girl, utverly over- 
come, threw herself down on the sofa, and sobbed 
aloud—great tearless sobs, from a heart that was 
nearly bresking. How could she bear to face her 
life, if the present were to be the picture of the 
future? Dadley, the man she loved, close 
within reach, yet separated from her by a barrier 
of her own making! Lushingtop, the man she 
feared, whether near or far, bound to her by « 
tle which, for honowr’s sake, she dared not break ! 
One she could have followed alone and unpro- 
tected to the farchest ends of the earth without 
fear for her spotless innoceucs ; whilst as to the 
other, she knew but little of him, and an instincs 
told her that ehe could not trust that Lbtle, 
One was the soul of honour, and even a stranger 
would have felt {b safe to trast him, afoer one 
look Into his honest eyes ; the other might be, 
only it was not written in indelible characters 
across hie face, that all might read, 

Wentworth bad been for a year the perfect 
realisation of her girlish ideal, Lushington only a 
passing fancy, born of vanity aud caprice; and 
yet, through her own unmitigated folly, and a 
boy’s treachery, she muet turn her eyes for ever 
from the one, and give her hand and plighted 
troth to the other. Was ever any girl eo utterly 
miserable before 5 

** Sibel, where are you! Such a lark!” and 
Phil crept noleelessly into the room. ‘‘ Hullo!” 
catching sight of the limp form on the sofa, 
“ Are you Ll—is anything up 1” 

“ No,” sltting up, and back her bair 
‘only everything's gone wrong.” 


* And 
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“Gone wrong! Poor Hitle Belle,” jsatvting 
her on the back, as he sat down on the head of 
the sofa, ‘‘ Never mind, ib will be all right in 
& second, Trust Lushington for that! I sny, 
you should have seen him,” 

“ Why did you take away the ladder }’’ eud- 
omy remembering the anxlety Ib had ewmend 

er 

“Because Wentworth came down thet: 
He nearly caught-us as {bh wae. Lushiingte 
to come here firet, and make it alba 


and support hina, supposing the g& 

erasty; but {6 was all upzet > 

wanting bo have a spoon with 

managed bo get ont of the room, : 
you istauding there,\ I oan’t coucelve ; Bt 
best of it fs in gropitig his way throug : 
house, he pliched heethfersniost Inter 
governor's bath, anil madewuch a deuce of 
that I ran upstalrd to ‘dae. what had ha 
Priscila came too, bat T justi mnagéd to 
Major out of sight down the: 

through the backdoor info = a 
gave hica a good 

have seen him, he difd isok’ ae an i 
the while ib was getting so? ong, dhe | , ohet 
when he was ready, he didulteal? ti pi 
and Wentworth being hare guade is ao perk- 
ward. Bat he was going to make profuse spalo- 
gies, and swear he was delayed by fallingwint? a 
plece of =: the governor wasste take 
for the di ; though how any owe onuld. 
get Into it, way from the Chase, have 
puzzled a \wiier’brala, Look here, ; you 
haven't laughed-once, and I’ve been sa er: 
my efdes! G9Rbat’s the matter ? = al 
sebtied f” 

She leant her face om ber hand and ia not 
answer, 3 

* Ieay it’s hard lines to keep It trom me, whi 
I’ve god-fathered the whole business.” 

"It’s nothing to be proud of.” 

“ Ton't it, though? Upon my word, I think ft 
ts, All the Woolwich gicla will go raving mad 
to hear of ft, Isn’t anything better than being 
scrowed up bere like a convict {” 

Don’t talk to me—I can’t bear {6 1” 

* Hullo!” jumping off the sofa. ‘‘ That’s all 
the thanks I get for «a regular: Romeo and 
Jullet romarce! Won't-try my hand at it again, 
and next time you want-e lover on a ladder, you 
musi get them elsewhere |” 

With a nod hedeft the roomy feeling decidediy 
iliused. The sentiment in-his natureuwas atiil 
docmant;-and until [f was roused by his own 
persoasl experiences, he looked upon marriage as 
® prossic- institution, where. the only. things 
necessary for happiness were 9 fsirly good-looking 
face, without # equint or a.small-pox mark, and 
9 fortunsieuficient for mutual wants and plea- 
sures.) From thie point afviow: he ‘thoaght ¢ that 
any injury he had done to ble cousin by that 
unfortunate valentine was more than repaid by 
the match that: esemed Iike!y to ba the conse- 
quence of it, .Qa the faco of things 14 was 
lofinitely ‘more. dealrable to be tho bride of a 
fascinating out-and-out good fellow like Lushing- 
ton, than. to be. badgered..and. baliieda as if she 
were a penniless dependent by au uncie who, to 
put it mildly,.did not get.on with her, ». Yes, he 
deserved.io-be patted om the back, after all the 
trouble he:had taker, and he oply ge> enubbed 
for his pains. Great. shame, but girls are the 
most unreseonable- things on earth. Jemping 
down the stairs two or three steps ata time, he 
nearly cannoued: against bis father, and drew 
back as if he had touched a nettle, . 

Not asmile relaxed the Gensrai’a stern coun- 
tenanea, 

‘Fell your eonsin thabE wish to spesk tober 
in the library,” 

Patt made a face, and ran upstairs again, 
breathleesly..-''.Governor -wanta you,” he sald, 
taconteally, 

‘Nob downstairs ?” and Sibel recoiled as-it 
{n horror, her mind instantly conjuriog ap the 
possibilitg of a meetiog with»Dadley Went- 
worth, To.ces.him now would be worse than 
death. 

“Yaa, instanter, Just pus your hair straight, 
for {t's sumbling avout anyhow,” he-added, with 





smoothed her hair ; anything to gain time. Phil 


hg That's better, 


*Vaike was face to face with Dudley Wentworth. 





an anxfous look at her tangled curls, “It looks, 
you know, as if somobody had been rumpling It, 
or you had been to sleep In it, qaice enough to 
put the governor in no end of a wax.” 

She tarned to the looking-glass, and, dismayed by 
her own untidiness, ran Into her bedroom, bathed 
her eyes, powdered her tear-stained cheeke, and 


ve her an approving glance when she came 


ro Botte, you 
at » No wonder, Ja ~ tae 
no notice of hie remark, but. vealked 
dbwo the age, her hears 
b she co’ 


De you kn 


D 


# of several volcss Gane from the 


‘passing ft. 
“think I left 16 Iu the: pocket of thy cots, 
Mra Forrester,” sald the volive she loyed better 
‘thin ary other on earth, and In a moment 


» He ‘stood still, drawing a deep breath ; then 
pcoming cousclous-of the eyes that watebed 
aay he conquered his own inclination to pase on, 


over, 

“As their hepdonoushed Sibel tarned deathly 
White. She longed to ask him question after 
tion, but her tougue was tied—and how 

d she have spoken with Jadith and the reat 
Usten 1 One wild imploring look, fp which 
her heart tried to speak in plaio, unmistakable 
Evzlish, and then she drew her hand away, and, 
with a cob in her throat, reached the library 
dooe ; whilst he, utterly bewildered by that 
look) turned back foto the drawing-room, and’ 
ek the book which he bad come out to 


Could there be any mistake about her fancy 
for Lushington? No, utterly {mpossibie, after 
her asking him to meet her at midnight on the 
Kool, Pi Ill his perfect confidence in hie pre- 
vious convictions was shaken, and his ulnd 
wandered so much from the conversation during 
the rest of the evening that Jadith asked him 
abruptly if he had a headache. 

“Yer, a headache, the Tosnlt of Sil-temper, 
Don’t pity mo, for E quite deserve fb,” 

"I think you bave enough to upset you,” 
she sald, with infinite compassion, her urually 
impassive face Mg vth. g up into sudden warmth. 

§'T- have « thoueand times more than you know 
of,” -he said, gravely. “Bat I have no right to 
be savage, A man ought to conquer his troubles, 
and not let then conquer him.” 

“T am sure no one ee bear them more 
nobly |” she murmured, gently. 

“ How can you tell?” opening his eyex, ~"I 
am not-ikely to make my moan in public,” 

‘This ie like your second home.” 

“Thanks, you sre most kind. I want to 
forget I ever had a ‘bome; and not to find 
another,” 

He rose’ from his gest as he spoke, av if he. 
were afraid that she had already produced her 
solseorz for the 2 of clipping his wings, 
The idet was ridiculous, but he had never ceen 
Jadith Forrester look soft before, and it gave 
him an unpleasant sensation, 

Evidently It was s good thing that he was 

soon about to start for India, wn thad miles of 
ote and water Would soon Ne basween himself 
and the inmates of Coombe hodge. 


OHAPTER XI. 
'* PASTENING JH®. FETTERS,” 

WHEN Sibel opened the library door General 
Forrester -was- standing on the bearthrug with 
his. back towards her, whilet Major Lushiogton 
leant against the mantelpiece on the opposite 


aide, He came forward at once, bis eyes glow- | say 


Ing as they fixed themselves in eager love u 
= le, Te a at al the girl who ae 3 
we. 
Milas Fitegerald,”-he said; bending low over 
her in "TE have come to claim. your pro- pid 





d ecarcely hear anyilife Sue 
7 deawing: J 
“ge E the door opened juct as she ve in ‘ties 


She' only bowed, with the ghost of a smile, 
fealing Uke a victim prepared for the sacrifice. 

"Sibel, I consider tt t was due to me, as well as 
to yourself, toinform me that you had entered 
inte an engagement with this gentleman,” sald 
her uncle, sternly ; “in fact, you had no right to 
enter Into any engagement whatever without my 
sanction,” 

* You must excuse ut, elt, but I was so eager 
Beto pase that I sllowed-her no time ‘0 

n ” 
(2c you-cousdder that » proper may Eipena. 

, E don’t,” taping to lock dowa his nose at the 
jor) wha) -nofortunstely, was several inches 


. propery {perhaps,”” with 
vety nat T am hereto. 
Lipitor ovsom 


pea seme a ‘Order BE od 
Toa tied eed a coda: Semedehe cabene tho’ {i 
aaa pte bay ten magne: pro “ye bay Mie 
FA Spon can we the 

wut ae ; #ii no. adventurer, 
and I ines udthing to. i Agi adeesl of, except 
auch weaknesses as mienof my class are apt % 
induige in,” 

“Ia other words,” broke In the General, angril;, 
“vou army-men of the present day are a dia. 
solute lot,” 

The Major sh his shoulders, “ Some 
of us are a bad lob, but there are heeps of excep- 
tions.” 

* But you, according to your own confession, 
are not amongst them.” 

**Excnae ms. Jedo nob step.op for a esint, 
neither am Jan aoterly disreputable sinner. A 
woman's fustinet la chese matters Ieinfaillble 
Tf Mise rt rang ean trust me, surely you have 
no reason to doubt 
 " Pahaw | the hud knows nothing of you, and 
has-eimply dosh her heart to fhe first man she: 
came acro#s,"’ 

* Not the first, for I might have had a danger- 
ous rival In Wentworth,” with a mischievous 
emile, for he knew the spsech would have its 


6 amile, 


had great 
Ongh 
hss 


sting, 

‘Wentworth knows litle or nothing of my 
niece, although he has been intimate with my 
family ever » his childhood ; fn fact, Judith 
and he were like brother and slater.” 

“A phort acqueintance would scarcely have 
seemed a saf tome; bat we are keepioc 
Mics Fitzgerald waiting. Am I, or am I not, io 
be the hepplest man In Hogland be turning to 
her with his most winning emil«, as he, took her 
little hand in hiv. It was cold, and he fancied 
that 1¢ was trembling. 

* Not with my OY unlllshe is twenty- 


one.” 

Ta the girl 1t seemed like e promise of release, 
and she drew a deep breath of relief. .To the 
Major it seemed like a threat of utter lous, and 
his eyes blazed with sudden anger. 

* On what plea?’ 

“*My niece fs too young_to declde on such 
matters for the present,” and the General folded 
hie arma, 

“That fs no reason why we should walt three 
years. Anything might happen between now 
and then,” a thuader-clond on his brow. 

“Yes, anything,” repsated the General, fn 
an irritating manner, ‘even a change of mind.” 

"Never 1 . Never, so long as life lasts.” 

. “You forget that there are two people con- 

cerned in the matter. Do you imagine from what 

you have seen of my niece that constancy fe her 
principal virtue 1” 

The Major winced, for he remembersd a great 
difference between the way fn which Sibel bad 
treated him at Woolwich, and ¢he manner in 

she had recelved him at Coombe Lodge, 
he answered loyally,— 
teen ts Oe 
ba 80, Ef Pe, 
eo will never be disillusioned, I cannot 
T have implicit. confidence fn elther cf 


Sibel has behaved with the grosses In- 
Sean and I conclude that you have. eu- 
ML -ayal hor «rest heaving 3 '* Major Lush- 
Store tn than I aI dot” with a sneer, “TI know 
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ghould only be too glad to shift the re- 
pore hm of taking care of you for the future 
from my shoulders to bia.” ; 

“Jam only too ready !"’ and the Major drew 
Sibel gently towards him. “Give her to me 
now, and I ehall be proud to cal! her my wife.” 

* But 
Lushiagton,” shaking his head, “it would be 
an easy way of out of my difficulties, 
but when I see my daty clearly I am nob one to 
ghirk {b. When married, I should have no more 
gontrot over ber at all, and I caunot truet her to’ 

» on without, if i> were Jadith-—” 

“Dafend me!” murmured the Mejor beneath 
his moaetaches. 

“I¢ it were Jadith I should have no doubt ; 
but Sibel fe young for har years, and, I say It all 
in kindness, not as discreet as TF could wieh.” 

‘6 Uncle, this ts not fair +” her cheeks flaming. 

“ Never mind, dearest, I have perfect faith in 


on.” 
shy Perfect faith © Fiddlesticks,” exclaimed the 
General, {mpatiently, “Time to talk of shat 
when yoa’ve been for ten'yeare.”  - 

“J can ‘talk of {t-now,” ssid Lushington, 
firmly ;°** but before I go, I wish to kuow how 
we stand, Miss Fitagerald- hae°-prom'zed to 
marry mé, and I intend her to- be my wile. 
When she le twenty-onef need ask uo consent 
but her own,’ Have you the cruelty to aay we 
ronet waib till then?” 

“There shall be tio engagement for the pre- 
gent.” 

“You ean’é-usy that, when she hav given’ me 
her promise, - Whatever-happens; “the engage- 
ment will stand,” 

“ Bat she had no right-to give you that -pro- 
mise,” glaring at the poor girl, who looked as if 
she must drop on the carpet, as she stood with 
her graceful neck droopiny, and her eyes cast on 


the d. 
I have fs!” his eyes gleaming with 


* Bat 
wiamph, “and no man shall take It from me. 
Sibel, tell him that you mean to be true to me,” 
throwing his arm round her shrinklog form, as 
if to prociaim his right. 

She looked from one to the other, with: a 
hanted expression In her pitifal eyes. Luch- 
{ngton’s seemed to compel her to answer. ‘‘] 
have promised,” she said, hoarsely. 

“Then you may take your promise back,” ex- 
claimed the General, wrathfuily. “I will have 
no talk of ae for years to come,” 

* Stay, sir,” said the Mejor, quietly, although 
his face was white with pasefon; “only a few 
misates ago you said that Miss Fitzgerald 
through her kindness to me was disgraced for’ 
ule, Ithink It fe an exaggerated view, and I 
do nop bold with ft, but as you do, you mast 
abide by ft, and-in that case marriage ts the only 
remedy, This ls-what I-have to propose, Let 
the engagement be announced Im the papers at 
once, nud leave the date of the marriage un- 
certain for- the present. “That fe the only 
arrangement to which I can consent, ff there is 


to be ~ ee 2 at all,” , : 

Rieck ye 8 on 1 Bit awning Bina 
bitterest irony, “You dictate your terms, ad if 
the right to consant or refuse wore on your side, 
oot mine,’ and the General ‘bit hiv lip, not #6 all 
approving of the way in which the tables had 
"ate oe ms ' 

‘E have the + a aide at all events,” 

“Tf the affair had com: toes quiet--—’’ 

* But it has not been kept quiet 1” 

“In my day it would not have been though’ 
honourable to let ont a woman's secret.” 

“T did not let it out, that I swear 


ed it to was Wentworth, ‘and that was 
when I appealed to ‘him for advice, as » last4 
ot » 
y~why did you'do it?” 
“ Beenuse- I wae in: ench-w fix 
What was best for you.” 


, 


not knowing 4 
Bots: mayn’t I got You caunot wantme 
General -Forreater se the white-im: 


or 


how long would ft last?» No, Major } 


wondered what he would eay to the wos-begone 
face of ‘hfs child—eo' young—so fair, and yet 80 
unutterably sad, Perhaps es father might have 
‘understood the girl—she was quite beyond him. 
Giving her up asa hopeless problem, he turned 
to the Major. 

There wes no mistaking his eagerness, which 
was patent to the most careless eye. He was 
certainly In love with Sibel, and if she did not 
care for him tothe same extent, at least theen- 
gagement would silence every tongue, and keep 
! the girl out of Wentworth’s way. 

“Very well. Msjor Lushington,” he sald, 
gravely, “it sball be ay you wil!,and yon may 
announce to all the world, ff you like, that you 
are engoged to my niece,” 

“T thank you, General, from ‘the bottom of 
my heart,” and the artilleryman grasped the old 
man’e hand, his eyes shining with delight. 
“ Beliove me, you shall never have cause to regreb 
your kindness.” 

“Say the same to my niece—that fs of more 
consequence.” 

“Ican, My darling, the lovo of a life-time 
shall be yours,” he raised her cold hands to his 
lips, and wondered at their coldness. ‘* You 
shall never want a friend to defend you, and you 
shall never ehed'a tear that I can help.’ 

Then he stooped and preseed a passionate kiss 
on her unwilling ipz, as ff to seal his rights, and 
raising his head looked at the Gsneral defiantly. 

Sibel moved slowly to the door, feeling as {i 

she were {fn & dream ; Luehington followed and 
beid is open for her, bending down as she passed 
him to whisper, “Write t¢6 me as soon as you 
can,” 
She tried 40 smile, but her lips seemed to be 
paralysed, so she bent her head without a word, 
and went down the ball pass the drawing-room 
door, Wentworth was sayiog, “Yes, Mra, 
Porrester, as soon as I settle my father at ' The 
Chestnuts’ I shall have to start for India.” 

Pray Heaven that he might be gone before she 
arrived | 


mee eee 


CHAPTER XII. 
v0OD-BYK TO THU LODGE. 


THERE was a flatter of excitement when the 
newe of Sibel’s engagement spread through the 
house, Phil's congratulations were the most 
hearty because he though) Msjor Lushington a 


becaute fb pleased her to think that Sibel’s at- 
tractions would no longer be dangerous In the 
matrimonial market. 

Rore wiched her joy, but locked av if she 
thought the joy was doubtfal. Mrs. Forrester 
sighed, and said she hoped Major Lushington 
would make a good hoaband, rather as if she 
imagined that the artilleryman whs « regular 
Don Juan. 

Sibel -was no longer banished from the reat 
of the family, although she tctld not understand 
why, If she were supposed so have done wrong, 
the engagement ehould have absolved her. Sire 
made the schoot-room her chief sivting-room, brat 
es her‘meals no longer came upstairs, she was 
“obliged to go downstairs to ext them, 

General Forrester, by his wife's advice, a4- 
vanced ® quarter's Allowance; fm ‘order that his 
nlace’s toilette might be put in ‘order, and both 
Sibel andthe mald-were very busy in making the 
necessary preparations for ber lengthy visit. 

Work’ was a relief to her; for it helped to 
banfeh thought; and she ‘pifed her needle as fn+ 


| dastriously as if she had been born « sempstress, 


Rose offered fier help, but-was apt to chat, whilst 
herwork lay idly in her tap, and Phil looked on 
woh tendency to grunible ‘ab everything under 


sky. 

| He wav ‘disgusted ab’ losing Sfbel, ‘whom he 
‘was-wont to consider ab Intervals, either ar his 
torment or his‘blessing ; disgusted at the part he 
had*played In the oftake ‘Aegusted at the thought 
that a comparative stranger had been forced to 
offer her » home, because his fathor close to turn 
her out of the house, ~* 


“Whee Hugh is ab homefor the'vacation, I 





he. said; abruptly, as he sat on the school-room 


capltal fellow, bat Judith's were equally Hinceré 


hope they will ack me over to ‘The Chestnuts,’ ” “ 


table swingfng his lets, whilst Sibel's brown head 
was bent over her work. 

*¥ don’t know that you would like it, it will 
be very different to the Ohate—guite = smal! 
place, without boating, fiching, or shooting.” 

“Tt would ba better than this, anyhow.” 

“T should think you would find it very dull, 
with only an old man, Hugh, and me.’ 

** Let them ask me, and you ehall ses.’ 

“Why, Phil,” looking up iv surprise, ‘' there 
world be nothing to do!” 

* At any rate, I could tease you,” 

**S>0 you might, bub you would get tired 
of ft.” 

"Nob so tired as I snail ba of moping here 
all by myssif. Did you know that Wentworth 
was coming here to-night to bid them ri! good- 
bye?” 

No,” bending still lower over he 
“ When did you se him?” 

“ At the railway-station, when I sent of thet 
parcel for the governor, Most of his (ngage 
was there—such a heap, as big av a woman's 
troutzeau ! ‘I never saw ‘euch a fellow for busi- 
ness, He has arranged averpthing here as well 
as at the other plate ; settled bis father’s affairs 
as wéll at his own; cud down the expentes, sold 
the horaes, and is much readier to start than 
most people would be who had had nothing sise 
to think of.’ 

“Does he go down to Berkehire with as to- 
morrow?” ta a mavfiied voles. 

“No, he's off by six o'clock In the morning. 
Es was awfully sorry, bub he could nob manage 
it,’ 


22C@ 


‘It scome & pity,” with a deep sigh, 

That evening Sibel pleaded the excuse of a bad 
headache and remained upstairs ; but as she lay 
on the sofa with throbbing temples, her ears were 
acutely alive to every sound after the front door 
bell rang, and she heard Dadley Wentworth’s 
footstep {n the hail 

It was better—far better—that she should uct 
see him; 10 was by her own froo will that ehe 
stayed upstairs, but ber heart eeemed as [f it 
would bound out of her breast wher she hoard 
his voice, and she held fast to the side of the 
sofa as if her rebellioma muscles would have 
taken her owt of the reom against her will. 

This would have been ths mockery of a good- 
bye, a pair of ecld hands mestiog across « gulf, 
a pair of averted eyes uot daring to mest lest 
the trnth should flash out of them, and make all 
pretences uceless, 

No, to hsve another good-bye like that when 
they parted’ at the gate she would gladly have 
given ten years of her life, and thought it won- 
drous cheap at the price; but not for this, with 
Judith’s curious eyes fixed upon her, and that 
| atrangé cold look upow his face that she had teen 
| ab the door of the church, 

She lay there trembling at fhe thought of hfe 
presence in the house, tnable to fix her mind on 
anything slee so long ay he was so near that 
with the smallest effort of ber will she could see” 
him. 

At nine o'clock he cAtae, ‘and she gave him two 
hours for all bla parting speeches, but fh les# than 
half the drawliag-room door opened, and she heard 
his voice oncé more {ti the ‘hatl. 

For ons {natant the mad thovght crosved her 
mind that he wae’coming upstatre, and her heart 
stood still: “Bat no, he'wan only stopping to ‘put 
on hie overcoat, and the whole family seemed to 
be watching the process. 

“Well, good-bye, Wettworth!” sald the 
Genera), in hfe double bass. ‘ We shai! mies the 
bay mare at the cover-sids,” 

* Not so’ much as I shall mfer the friends: T 
leave behind.” That clear ringing tone; when 
wouldshe hear [tagtinit . ‘Good-bye ‘to you 
all.” 

Then the door shut with a sullen clang, which 
seemed to find i's echo fn her bren<t, and he was 
gotie—gone from her life iike'the sunlight from 
the day, when night fhrowe her black mantle 
over the earth, 

Sle closed hér eyes; “and lay “quite “atl, 
without a tear on her isshes ora vigh om her Hps. 
‘A sudden calm came over her which was nothing 
lese than firet cousin:to de*pafr, 

Presently she crept’ awsy to her bed anxious 
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to escape Phi), whose step was already on the 
stairs. She could not talk to him or to Rose, 
end she could not listen to what Dudley had 
looked, or sald, or forgotten to say. She was 
better away from them all, alone with her 
sorrowful heart. 

The next morning the grand carriage from the 
Chase, with the coronet on the panels and the 
high-stepping horses working destraction to the 
grave!, atopped at the door to pick up Miss Fitz- 

erald ; aud she came down the ataire of Coombe 
Cae for the last time, 

Mea Forrester wept over her vlece, feeling irue 
compassion fos the lonely girl whom her hus- 
band had turned ovt of the house. She never 
had the strength of mind to oppose him, but 
whilet she bent to his bard will she let many 
bitter tears fall at the same ifme. 

“ Good-bye, my child!” she said, with more 
affection than she had ever shown before. 
“ May Heaven bless you, and make you bappy!” 

"Good-bye, Sibel,” and Jadith deposited a 
prim kiss on the low white forehead, “I am 
sure I hope you will be able to get on with Lord 
Wentworth.” 

‘ Oh, dear!” cried Rose, flingiog her arms 
round her cousin’s neck, " what shall we do with- 
ont you!” 

“Come, come, Lord Wentworth muat not be 
kept waiting! "’ said the General, impatiently, 

Sibel gently detached the clinging arms,and after 
a loving kise on the tear-stained cheeks, stretched 
out her hand to Phil 

He took It, looking rather foolish, for like s 
boy he was ashamed of showing the slightest 
emotion, and for the life of hima he could not 
keep his ilp from trembling. Then he ducked his 
head, and kissed her cheek, mumbling, “See 
you again, some day, old girl !” 

Then she was handed into the carriage, and 
there ways only time for a shake of the hands, 
through the window, with the General before 
they drove off. Then, for the first time, Sibel 
spied Hagh curled up on the opposite seat. 

“IT beg your pardon ; but I really did nob koow 
you were thers!” holding out her hand, which 
the boy held tight for half a minute, 

“ You saw Phil plain enough |” 

‘*Yes, that was natural, I had to say good- 
bye to him!” 

** And only ‘how d’ye doi’ to me, so I was of 
no consequencs |” his large derk eyes under the 
thick ehelter of their long, silken lashes looking 
eullen and resentfal. 

“Why, Hugh, you are forgettlhg your man- 
ners!” said Lord Wentworth, reprovingly. 
“ How can you tell a young ledy to her face 
that you would rather tb be ‘good-bye’ than 
‘how d’ye do’?” 

“TI never did 
cltedly, 

“You seemed to Infer ib!” 

“ Sibel kaows what I mean,” looking at her 
appealingly. “If I had been In Phil's place I 
couldn’t have stood {t |” 

* An Eoglishman must stand anything!” she 
sald, with asmile, ‘If Phil had cried I should 
have been ashamed of him !” 

“And I, I% I had made a fool of myself I 
shouldn’t have shown it! When I eay good-bye 
to you, you shall kiss me as you did Phil, and ff 
my cheeks are wet--I forbid you to laugh!” 

"Phil is my cousin, I think. You are mad to- 
day, Hugh!” 

** And ff I am, it ls no wonder! I om leaving 
every friend I have, except the best!” with 
bow to those before him. 

* But you are of an age when every new year 
bringe a fresh stock of friends,” sald the old 
man, with a touch of sadness In hie voice, “To 
you change fs natura], to me almost Intolerable,” 

Sibel gave a shy look of admiration at the 
noble face beelde her, It was calm, and com- 
posed, and no one would have guessed to look at 
it that its owner had just been through she 
terrible ordeal of quitting ior the last time the 
home of his fathers. 

“ You—you bear sverythivg so nobly |” sald 
the boy, in a choked voice, and relapsed Indo 
allence, 

The revi of the journey was performed without 
mishap, Lord Wentworth’s man, Landon, took 


I swear I never did!” ex- 








all the trouble off his master’s hands, and Hugh 
Macdonald bought a heap of newspapers and 
books for the general benefit. 

About four o'clock in the afternoon they reached 
Thornfield station, and found the brougham, one 
of the carriages which Lord Wentworth had 
decided to retalp, waiting for them. 

After driving through some pretty lanes, which 
were scarcely broad enough to be designated as 
roads, and passing through one beechwood after 
— they turned in ab the zate of the Chest- 
nuts. 

Nota word was spoken as they drove up the 
neatly-kept drive with ivy-growo banks on each 
side, which in summer time the golden St. John’s 
wort liked to spangle with ivy stars. There 
was a rustic porch over the door, bab Sibel 
saw nothing of the pleasant verandahs and 
gabled windowe, for-on the steps Dadley Went- 
worth was standing, with a amile on hie lips to 
gladden his father’s heart. 


(70 be continued.) 








WILFUL, BUT LOVING. 
CHAPTER X, 


Axp eo--all unwitting of Herbert's Cecfl’s In- 
terest in her—ali fnnocent of any attempt to win 
his love—yet the beantifal, lonely gir] contrived 
to make herself the dearest thiog on earth to the 
grave, echolariy man who had believed it in his 
power to xo through the world unscathed by the 
darts of Capié’s archery. 

The surrender was very ewlft. Three weeks 
after that first meeting he knew the truth that 
for him there was but one woman, If Mr, 
D’Arcy’s lovely niece refused him, hia life would 
lose {ts crowning joy. 

Bile love knocked down all barriers, conquercd 
all prejudices, He was a proud man, and he 
koew the D'Arcys sprang from nothing. He was 
a Hterary mav, and ought to have married some- 
one with grand connections to advance his 
talents ; but neither pride nor worldly wisdom 
could stand before a stronger passion, He would 
have given up the whole world to possess that 
Mttle hand; and each time he came to Colville- 
road he resolved to risk ail and try his fate, but 
the opportunity he sought wae long in coming, 

At iast fortune favoured him one dull, 
November afternoon, He called at the little 
house which contained his treasure, and was 


| greeted by the servant with—-‘‘ Missus has just 


gone out, sir, and master won't be home till 
late.” 

"Ts Miss D'Arcy at home?” 

 She’s in the parlour, sfr,”’ 

Herbert entered abruptly-~s strange mixture 
of hope and fear struggling in his breast. He 
knew that Bsatrice D’Arcy, with her talent and 
beauty, could expect a far higher position than 
he might offer her. He knew that to many a 
girl a stage life offered many charms, only he 
fancied she had never treated him quite as a 
stranger. J'rom the very fret there had been a 
secret, mysterfous bond of sympathy between 
them ; and he belleved, if she would only give 
herself to him, he could make her happy-——for he 
knew she was not happy now. Sweet and. affec- 
tionate as wae her manner to Mr. and Mrs, 
D'Arcy, she still seemed out of her proper place 
in the little house {nm Colville-road. She always 
had a strange, yearning look of expectation 
her beautiful eyee—s far off, dreamy expression 
in their azare depths which pierced Herbert's 
heart as though with an arrow, and yet struck 
him with a bewildering sense of familiarity. 

She was sitting in a low chair by fire, 
dressed In a plain blue serge—her thoughts 
evidently far away. She started on Mr 
Cectl’s entrauce. 

“ Did I frighten you!” he asked her, with that 
peculiar ring of tenderness in his volce true men 
only use towards one woman—the one they hope 
to make thelr own, 

"A ttle!” returned the girl, simply. 








» are both out, and ft is a wes 
day ; I thought no ous would come, I belleys 
lost myself in a day dream,” 


td was a pleasant one, Were 
dreaming of the brilliant success everyone pr. 


“TI was thinking of the past. Mr. Cecil, do 
auido be ” 


“ Waoat a question! Very few people, I fear ; 
but, at least, I hope you will be of their number, 
You should be if I had the ruling of the 
fature!”’ 

“You are very kind to me!” 

“Who would not be kind to you, Beatrice!” 
using her Christlan name almost anoco 
in hie earnestness, “Are you quite set upon 
-_ stage plan? Will nothing turn you from 

b ” 

“TY love music for its own sake,” returned the 
girl, slowly; *‘and my voice Ie all I have. | 
think I would rather slog than do anything.” 

* Toen it is sluaply for art's sake, nob for love 
of fame. It is nob the flattery of an Idle crowd 
the feveriah excitement of the footlights and 
par pombe ty tinea that draws you }"’ 

“] want to have something to fill up my life,” 
she said, raising her blue eyes to his face. ‘'} 
am ooly nineteen—ardly that. I cannot epend 
my life without some aim or object.” 

** And eo you have made fame your idol?” 

** I want to succeed for my uncle's sake—for 
my own. So that I can sing—so that I am not 
a burden to uncle and aunt—I do nob mind,” 

** Fame is a hard mistress.” 

" And yet you woo her, too!” 

** Fame fa for & man,” he said, sternly. “A 
woman should be saticfied with love! ” 

He could ses the tears shfaiog in her eyes, 

“Tf e woman bas love she wants nothing 
else |” said Beatrice, simply. ‘I would blame 
a woman who loved and was beloved, and ye: 
sought something beyond, az harshly as you 
could do.” 

** Beatrice} ” 

Toe very eound of his voice told her what wu 
coming. She longed to stay him, but ft was too 
late. She could only sit trembling, with bor 
hands iccked nervously together while he 
poured out his story—ithe story of a tras man’s 
love, which she was ye! powerless to gratify. 

“My darling!’’ Herberb cried—his reserve 
melting before that beautifal face-——''I have 
loved you ever since I saw you. I am nota rich 
map, but I can give my wife an caseful home. 
If you will only trust yourself to me, Beatrice, I 
will make you happy!” 

No answer ; but he could eee her breast heav- 
ing with sobs, and he did not despair, 

“IT am asklog a great deal,” he went on, 
tenderly. ‘ With your beauty, with your voice, 
I doubt not all London will be at your fest-- 
riches, titles, and honours will be offered. I have 
nothing but my love; only, Beatrice, it is x0 
true and {utense, so strong and fervent, that | 
believe it would make up to you for all.” 

She pub out one of her hands—those thin, 
white, taper fiogerse—and laid it on his arm, 

‘Don’t say any more. I thank you again and 
again, But, oh ! it can never be!” 

* Are you quite sure, Beatrice! I would walt 
ao patieatly, my darling. I would teach you to 
love me in time, my sweetest |” 

She was crylog bitterly. 

"1 wish I bad never been born |” she moaned. 
‘You bave been 20 good to me, I Iked you #0 
much. I was so grateful for your friendship. 
And oh! I never thought of this |” 

With the {nstinct of » noble nature he put 
away bis own grief to comfort her. 

“To was not your fault. How should you 

my folly—-a child like you! And yet, 
ven help me, I was mad enough to think yor 
wT do core!” eal th girl, tly. ‘‘Ae 
‘I do care!’ 6 gently. $ 
friend I love you dearly ; so dearly that I will 
not take you at your word, and come’to yet 
without giving you my whole heart.” 

“Bat in time!" he urged. ‘If you care for 
me 9 little surely in time——” : 

“@ shall never care for anyone iike that!” 
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gered the girl, a crimson blush flashing her 
- ‘*] shall never fesl as you would wish, 
Never, while I live!” 

An {natinet told Herbert she spoke the truth, 
pat he was loth to believe it. 

“Jo time!” he pleaded. “If I go away and 
return when you have grown used to the {dea ! 
I spoke to you too suddenly to-day, and 
frightened you with my vehemence.” 

Beatrice, for all answer rafsed the hand she 
still held and pressed her Hps to {t, Then, 
galning courage from the mate caress, she 


id, — 
3" shall never change—never while I live. 
{urn your head away from me, Mr. Cecil. Don’t 
jook at me while I tell you of my miserable folly, 
and you ehall know why,” 

He obeyed her. There was a silence 
in the room—you might have heard a pin 
drop 


“ There are & great many sorts of love,” began 
Bestrice at last; “‘and some le say that 
second love ia strovger than first, I do not 
know how it would be with others—I can only 
jodge myself, My heart can hold but one love; 
it iz all over and done with--a story of the past, 
and yet, while I live, that love will live too!” 

He turned towards her. Tae blush had faded 
now ; she war paler even than usual, but there 
was no trace of embarrasement on her face. As 
he looked at the pure, white brow, the worid of 
feeling shining in the blue eyes, Herbert knew she 
had spoken the truth ; and a great regret for the 
happiness he hed misred filled his heart even at 
the moment when he realised that for all time 
her answer to him would be the same. 

"Poor child!” he said, with deep emotion, 
“I never thought of this. I never f 
once that your heart was buried with the 
dead |” 


She forced herself to contradict his laat words, 

‘He is not dead,” she said, slowly. “It is 
only he found oat his mistake in time. He did 
not care for me as he thought!” 

Never 8 suspicion of ber identity with Dora 
Clifford came to Herbert. He only 
how apy man could have acted so basely. 

“Not care for you!” he murmured. ‘' Not 
care for you!” 3 

“Tt is all over now,” sald Beatrice, with o 
smile of rare sweetness, ‘We have gone our 
diferent Ways. He hae, I believe, a beautiful 
wife beside him, and I—I have my art. You wili 
nob mfejudge me now ; you will believe I enter 
my profession not from envy of fame, or greed 
lor public applause, but because my life ls empty. 
For all time it must be a lonely one, and I would 
fala fill {t with buey work and active interests to 
help me to bear Its void.” 

“I thonght you a child!” said Herbert, 
hoarsely. 

“AndIT amawoman! Ah! bat a sorrow of 
that kind kills one’s childhood quickly, Don’t 
think me gloomy or disappointed, Mr. Cecil,” she 
sald, with her own bright emile. ‘I have pleaty 
of happiness in my life. I have only told you this 
to a Impossible 1) fs for me to feel as 
you wish,” 


“And you make my disappointment all the f 


keener for showin 
Seatrice, Ib will be 
reeizn all hope,” 

“You have plenty left to hope for!" sald the 
girl, bravely. “With talents like yours your 
fame ig only a question of time, You will find 
someone to share that fame—someone who can 
give you her whole heart, and till then——” 

“The till then will be to my life’s end!” he 
tuterrupted her gloomily. 

“TH then I will be your frlend—you shall tell 
me your joys and sorrows,” I will sympathize in 
your success, and feel for your failure. Until 
os love fille your life I offer you my friend- 

p. 

He bent over the little hand and klesed it. “I 
will try and be worthy of the boon, I am leav- 
lng town soon—-to-morrow, I think. I could aot 

to see you jast yet. When I return I shall 
have not my wishes, but conquered my 
wild regret. In a little while, long before your 
«i, T shall come to claim your proraise,” 


me what I have lost, Oh! 
work to give you up—to 





"' Where shall you go!’ aaked Beatrice, gently, 

** November Is a gloomy month for roaming,” 
“Tam going on a visit, Some friends of mine, 
and Mcs, Fane, have s farnished house 
ab Winchester, and I shall quarter myself on 


**Te there a Miss Fane }"’ 

“ Two-——but they are under six, No, Beatrice, 
Tam not so mad as to woo another to cure my 
beart of the pain you have inflicted. I would 
rather have your friendship than another’s love, 
Do you know I had thovght to go through my 
life unscathed? {I have seen so many men 
wrecked through what the world calls love that 
I meant to steer clear of {t, 

“*T wish you had!” 

“I do not wish it myself! [ would rather feel 
the pain I do now than have lost the pleasure of 
knowing you. I never felt an interest In any 
woman’s face before except a little unculti- 
vated school-girl’s, and my feeling fer her was 
only pity, poor child!” 

** Did she die ” wondering if he were allading 
to her own story, 

"It would have been bester if she had! No; 
she left ber home, and no news of her has ever 
reached her friends.” 

“Perhaps she was unkappy!” moved to the 
defence of the nameless heroine. 

“She was heart-broken, Do not think I am 
blaming her; she wae the victim of a man’s 
wandering fancy, and the wiles of as wicked a 
coquette as ever breathed.” 

" Do not speak so bitterly |" 

"T feel bitterly on the subject, Do not think 
I was one of the victime—I was merely a looker- 
on! Isaw my friend—the dearest friend I had 
—ishonoured and disgrsced |” 

Beatrice looked her interest, and he went on : 

‘*Ah! you pity me because I love a good 
woman and cannot win her; but he deserves 
more pity still, He sacrificed his honour, his 
sense of right, his every principle; and then, 
ree set in, he was dismissed like a <ls- 
carded toy.” 

“ Where is he?” 

“He, Alan!”"—the name escaping him io 
forgetfulness—-“ travelling abroad, and she has 
moade & brilliant match—horses, carriages, jewels, 
In that case certafaly the wicked triumphed.” 

They had both risen—he was loth togo, There 
was to bim a sad pleasure in that | ng fare- 
wel!, Never more could he stand at Miss D'Arcy’s 
elde se ber lover. He must no’ see her again 
= he could accept the friendship ehe offered 

im. 

Her hand was fn his—those wonderfn! blue 
eyes were raised to his face—the strength of the 
temptation »lmost overcame him. 

“May I?” he whispered. Then aa she bowed 
her bead in assent he preseed his lips to hers, 
Bat there wes no hope—no triumph io that 
embrace, It wae the seal of the past—it was 
drawing the curtain on the most sacred chamber 
of his heart, That kiss had in {t all the sadneas 
which a Jover feels when he presses his lips for 
the last time to the fair, cold cheek of his dead 
fiancée. 

The door closed on him. Beatrice D'Arcy, the 
musician’s niece, disappeared ; fn her place sat 
Dora Clifford, Lord 8+. Clare’ssometime betrothed. 
The girl put one hand to her head and tried to 
collect her thoughts ; but, alas! the task was 
too much for her, In spite of Herbert Cecil's dis- 
appointment and her pity at causing [t. She 
could realize but one idea—Alan was free! for 
a Delaval bad bestowed her beauty on 
another. ; 


CHAPTER XI. 


Tex days paseed rather heavily {a Colville-road 
after Herbert Cecil’s farewell, He had been such 
a ‘constant visitor that Isst month-——the little 
family had grown so accustomed to his presence 
—that they missed him at every turn. Mr. 
D'Arey deplored his loss more than anyore; for 
Michael had a keen perception, sud guessing the 
subject was a painful one for his adopted nfece, 
avoided {bt sedalously. 

Bat his wife had no such scruples, She loved 





Beatrice, aa she called her, dearly, bat she had 
not the refinement of feeling to make her under- 
stand there ars some topics too delicate for 
discussion, She rallied the girl good-humouredly 
on the lova of her admirer, consolingly predict- 
ing that he would soon come back, or, if not, 
such a pretty girl would soon pick up auother 
beau, 

For a week Michael suffered this ; then, seeing 
his favourite grow thinner and paler every day, 
he interfered. Not by appealing to his wife—he 
knew her mistake wae ono of mind, not heart. 
He only sald ons morning at breakfast that he 
thought Beatrice wanted a change. 

‘Camberwell fan’t the brighteet place in 
November for a young thing. Wife, don’t you 
think the child would be better for a little trip 
somewhere? We want to keep up our prima 
donna’s health and spirits, you know, or what 
would Mr. Gordon have to say?” 

Mrs, D'Arcy dropped the piece of saurage she 
was transferring from her fork to her lips, put 
the fork down, and gave Dora a sharp but nod 
unkindly ecrutiny. 

“T can’t think where my syes have been! 
Why yon’re jast the colour of » mealy potato, 
child! What have you been dolvg to yourself?” 

“Nothing, aunty ; I sm quite weil!” 

" She wants a change,” repeated the musician ; 
**and she won't be able to get {t later on when 
she is busy at rehearsals,” 

Mrs. D'Afey ecemed struck with a sudden 
ides. 

“Let's send her down to my alster, The 
kindest soul in the world, Beatrice ; ahe lives in 
& pretty little viliage—ber husband's the station- 
master, It's nob a grand place, bub they’d wel- 
come you heartily.” 

Dora hesitated, 

‘ Tam very happy here,” she sald, slowly. “I 
shouldn’t like to thrust myself on strangers,” 

‘Strangers!” and Mra. DArcy laughed. 
“Why, Beesle would be hurt! How can my 
niece be a stranger to my sister? I had a letter 
from her only the other day, envying me for 
having @ young thing like you to keep me com- 


“Phere, let’s cali it settled,” decided Michael, 
“You write to Bessie; and we'll turn this 
naughty child ont bag and baggage, If she won't 
go cf her own accord.” 

Mrs, D'Arcy was a very prompt person, and 
letter-writing was a great undertaking to her. 
She therefore retired to the front parlour to 
indite her epistle as soon as breakfast wae 


over, 

D'Arcy lingered. There are some men—very 
few I grant yon—in whom the Instinch of father- 
hood is so strong that they eee, with a woman’s 
keenness, whers their children are concerned. 

The musician loved Dora dearly, He went up 
to her and pu‘ one hand on her shoulder. 

"It is better so, my dear,” he said, affection- 
ately, “If you stay away 4 fortnight or ao my 
wife will have forgotten to remark upon Mr, 
Cecll’s absence.” 

Dora winced, 

" You mustn’t thiak——” she began. 

**T don’t think anything about it. I will ask 
you one question, and then the subject shall be 
$6 rest forever, I know Cecil too well to be- 
Heve he trifled with you. Did you send him 
away because you belfleved yourself bound to 
adopt the stage to please me ?” 

“No!” 

“You are quite sure?” 

“Yes! And that you are the kindest friend 
an orphan ever had. Bat you have got me on 
your hands for life, Uacle Mike ; you will never 
geb rid of me in the way you mean.” : 

** You be s good child and go oft to my wife's 
sister, Without wishing to hart Camberwell’s 
feeling, the milk and eggs of this locality might 
ba Improved. You'll have plenty of country 
food at Vale.” 

“Where fs Vale?” 

"I never knew much geography, Beatrice, I's 
somewhere between here and Dover—bhalf-way, I 
should chink.” c 


A big, broad-shouldered man with a long 
beard greeted Beatrice enthuslastically when she 


* - * 
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stepped on to the little rustic platform at Vale, 
and himself escorted her to a low-roofed, white 
house opposite the station, where a »'easant-faced 
woman, very unlike Mrs, D'Arcy, kissed her and 
told her she should love her very much for her 
eister’s sake, 

Mr, and Mre. Johnson were a well-to-do, chiid- 
less couple, and they made much of thelr young 
visitor, 

Beatrice soon fe'b at home, Ie was quites 
new life for her. Her hostess taughé her to 
make cakes and pastry. Her host borrowed 
books for her from the nearest town, Io return 
she sang the old ballads they adiired, In a volce 
which seemed to them like angels’ music. 

There was no piano in the house, bub that 
mattered nothing ; aluging was a second nature 
now to Beatrice D'Arcy, As she eat at work, as 
she moved about the house, she sang almost 
unconsclously. 

She had been at Vale a week when the village 
was terrified by s railway accident. 

Several people were, killed, many more were 
Injured, and removed to thelr own homes or the 
nearest hospitai; and Mr. Johuson, from sheer 
goodwill more than any thought of gain, brought 
ons of the worat sufferers. to occupy the second 
epare room, and enjoy a chance of recovery under 
the devoted care of the etation-master’s wile, 

For two or three days the shadow of death lay 
over the cottage. Its inmates knew nothing of 
their guest, i 

He was a Mr, Clare, snd he had come from 
abroad, That much his lu 6 testified, but 
no more information could be gleansd. Noone 
came to ask for him—no one wrote. Mra. John- 
son, who spent nearly all her time in the sick 
room, told Beatrice he had the bravest face she 
had aver seen, 

Meanwhile, Beatrice wae becoming quite a 
notable housewife. She attended to Mr, John- 
son'a comfort aed the welfare of the family 
gonerally, and had proved herself quite a trea- 
sure ; when one day the mistress of the dwelling 
eame downstairs with tears In her motherly 








eyes. 

* He has recovered his senses, And only think, 
Beatrice, he won't leb mesend for anyone—wou't 
tell me who I may write to!” 

Yo he very fll, and does he look very dread- 
ful i” 

She had been carefully screened from any 
sight of the sufferer, 

** He seems better. I should ssy he had turned 
the corner ; but we can’t teil that till the doctor 
comes. He looks very white and thin, and 
there’s a blue bruise on his foreliead. It’s not so 
bad as father thought. There'll be no. wife or 
balrns to grieve lf the worst happens.” 

* You are jast tired out!” anid Beatrice, with 


playfal authority, ‘Now you are just to ait | girl 


down in that chair and havea pap, I will take 
my work and go up to Mr, Clare.’ 

Bute senee of the proprieties troubled Mrs, 
Johneon. 

** You're over young, my dear, to bea stranger's 
nurse; besides, you’re too bonny for a. sick 
room,” nap 

The girl amiled an” kissed her. 

‘* Pm not going to let you fag yourself out for 
Mr. Clare. If he’s asleep {6 can’t matter who 
keeps watch over his elumbers,”’ 

She entered the room nolselesely, aud took her 
seat by the fire, The curtafus of the bed were 
drawn quite close on the side nearest to her, and 
she never looked towards it, She listened ad- 
tentively, but the calia, regular breathing testified 
that the sufferer slept, and so she eat on by the 
fire, working. 

Bat as the busy hours rolled on and still the 
sleep continued, ber nimble fingers grew tired ; 
she dropped her work and gave herself up toa 
reverie, 

Ts was getting very near now to the anniver- 
sary o. her first meeting with Alan. Ah! where 
was Aian now? Had he grown utterly reckless 
and hopeless since Blanche Delaval’s deserifon } 
Would he ever kuoow that, far away, ao gixl’s 
heart ached for love of him ; that there was one 
who wouid willingly—ah! so willingly—bave 
given up her ‘Ife for his happiness ¢ 

The tears \ iled up into her bine eyes, Her day- 
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dream was making heread. Forgetting where 
she was and with whaw object, to rouse herself 
from the deepondency which seemed creeping 
over her, she sang. 

Osly a verse—a verse of that sweetest of all 
Jove songs—Sallivan’s ‘‘ Sweethearts,” and its 
ead, tender refrain— 


* Ah! love for a year, a week, a day, 


Bat, alas! for the love that loves alway.” 


Then she reniembered all—the sufferer, his 
slumbers, and her vigil. A blash of contrition dyed 
her face, and she stopped singing abruptly juat 
as @ slight movement told her che invalid was 
awake, ° 

She could not reach the door without passing 
the bed; besides, he might doza off again, and 
she did not wish to disturb Mre. Johnson need- 
lezaly, so sho sab still where she wae, scolding 
herself very frankly for her forgetfulness. 

But she could hear the restless movements, 
and at last a desire to minister to the elek man’s 
sufferings conquered all other feelings, and she 
advanced to the bedside, saying, gently,— 

“Do you want anything sie? Shall I call my 
aunt?” 

The words left her lips, and then she grew 
pale as marble, she st ageinet, the® bed- 
post for support-—~it was he, her lover, her hero} 
the man whose promted wife she had once been 
—Alan Dene, Earl of St. Clare, 

Pale and. delicate from fllnesz, careworn from 
sorrow and disappointment, some mighd have 
hesitated ab recognizing bim, but. one who loved 
him as his cousin did covld not fall. It was the 
man who had wooed her on that winter's morn- 
ing—whom she firmly belisved might have 
loved her but for the wiles of Blanche Delaval. 

And strange, incredible as it.may seem, the 
girl’s fired instinct was one of deep thankfulness, 
intense joy.. True he wae ill—true until to-day 
they had almost despaired of his recovery ; but 
he was better. She could minister to him In his 
sufferings, could nuree him to beaith if it might 
so be ; if not, could cherish the memory of his 
last moments all through her life! 

She stood still—motionless, She had no fear 
of his recognising her. If Herbert Ceci! had not 
done so fa & month of close, confidential inti- 
macy, Alan, who had given her far less of his 
thoughts, would be sure not todoso! She was 
quite safe. 

She never knew how long she stood there. 

Alan began to fancy she wae only the fig- 
ment of s wauderiug brain, some beantiful 
vision ofadream. She did not speak—-she did 
not wove, 

At last he stretched out one hand and touched 
her dress, as though to discover whether she 
wos in very deed and trath @ living, breathing 


wh 

That touch recalled her as nothing else could 
have done, Hia hand had power to bring back 
her ecattersd composure, Remembering no one 
need ever know her secred, she sald, simply, — 

“Did you want anythicg, sir?’’—the ‘ eir” 
added purposely, because eho did not wish him to 
know she was not really the nlece of his host and 
hostese, 

“Yes,” eald Alan, with the feeble, lingering 
— of sickness ; L want to know if you: are 
real?’ ; 

A strange smile crossed her face, He did nob 
like i, 

“T have been watching yor,” he said, slowly, 
with palofal pauses, caused by want of breath. 
“ And you were #o still, you never moved, and I 
thought I was asleep,” 

"You have been to eleep, but you sre wide 
awake now, aod I am very real ard human,” 
sald Beatrice, putting her cool, slim hand iato his 
fevered one to convince him. ‘ 

The hot finger closed round hers, 

“I wieh you would etey here,” said Alan, 
feebly. “T am so tired, and I like to look at 


She knew that the power of his intellect: had 
not returned—that his fancy was nothing more 
than the irrational wish of a little chlid ; and 
yeb the request pleased her---yet the vouch of 
those buraolng fingers thrilled her through and 
through. i 





“(Te fe hard to strangers, sir, 
sald the girl, in her sweet, low voice, ‘“ Will y 
not let us send for your friends} Aunt says you 
refased to give her their address; give it to me 
and let me write 1” 

He shook his head. 

“There’s uo ons cares, It’s all over now; 
abe has quite forgobteo—Mre, Montgomery 
Smith 1” 

‘' Shall I cend for her } do you want her?” aud 
the girl's voice trembled, for she guessed that it 
was her rival's married name, 

“T want nothing,” he said, feebly, “excepd to 
look at you. I think I.must have known you 
somewhere long ago, Li seems to reat me so, only 
to look at you |” 

And regardless of fatigue the girl stood there 
that the two aching eyee might rest-on her, since 
they found the sight soothing, And when Mrs. 
Johuson came up—ashamed at the length of her 
own slumbere—to set Beatrice free, she found 
her bending over the sleeping invalid, and look- 
Ing not unlike » guardian angel. 

The doctor declared the next day that hie 
patient waa so much better he might be now 
considered out of danger. 

Alan, for the firat time, was able to answer the 
goed surgeon’s { questions, {which he did, {o- 

igently and gratefully oar _ Only on one 
point he was firm. He w not leave Valo ; 
joa, asaured he could be moved safely he 
would not hear a mention of It. 

“T have no home!” he answered, wearily, 
“Let me stay here, where I was brought at 
first, These kind paople have been too to 
me for them to think mes burden, [ know 
there are some kindnesses no money can repay— 
thelr care for me fs one. But the expenee I 
raust have pat them to, surely they will let me 
com them for that !” 

“Well, you must settle the question with 
Mrs, Johnson, 1 ses you appreciate good nure- 
ing ; here is the best, to be met with for miler 
round |” 

The next time his hostess appeared Alan asked 
his question. 

“Am I in your way? Do you want to get rid 
of me ? »”» ’ 

“Lor ! no, sit! We shouldn't go for to be xo 
inhospitable and unfeeling! What can have put 
that Inte your bead!” 

So he stayed, : 

Mrs. Johnaon was his chief nurse, bat there 
were times wher she was too busy to bs much 
with him. Her husband and the house had claims 
om her, and now that the patient was so much 
better, these could not always be put aside ; 
{p came about thet generally once s day there 
appeared, like a sunbeam in hisroom, the beaat!- 
ful face of the station-master’s niece, 

Sometimes she sang to him, sometimes she 
read to him, Oftener still, when he seemed fn- 
clined to sleep, she sat back fn » great eazy-cbalr 
by the fire, as he had seen her first. They talked 
very litile, He was too weak for much conver- 
sation, and she did not care to trust herself too 
much for fear her assttmed composure should give 


way. 

She little guessed the foterest he took fn her 
every movement ; how her visib was the event of 
his day. And he avinved hingelf in hor absence 
by imagining a dozen theories abont her. 

It was 9 very strange, dangerously aweet time 
for her, And afterwards, tu the changes that 
crowded on her #0 soon, she liked to look back 


a it, 

Peat it could nob lest. Mr. and Mra, D'Arcy hee 
begun to long for her return. Already Obristmss 
was nearly upon them. Alan was better—sd 
nearly well, in fact, that she could leave him with- 
out anxtety—xot without pain, she knew quile 
well that could never be—and so she resisted «ll 
Mrs. Johnson's ons, and wrote to Ovlville- 
road to fiz the day of her retarn, 

Neither her host nor hostess knew of her dee- 
tined profession, so they would not be able to te! 


it to Alan, 
In a sweet, vague way she dreamed of bis 


atrolling inte the Prince’s Opera some nigh!, aud 

finding its principal alnger in his little nurse. 
Bat that was in ths future, and the partlo 

was in the present, and fall of pain. {Mites 
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She was to leave quite early in the day, ao Jt 
wis arranged siegihould say good-bye to Mr. 
Ciare the night before. 

Once, twice she Gashyed to break the news, but, 
ner courage dalled her ; [t was only when.she was 
actaally ri from her chalr to end her last visit 
tT nal ‘ab yy: Le bight, M 

ee sre. to-mé >» Mr, 
Clare’; 80 yoo will’ have to Rave sunt for your 
companicn.” ¥ vise 

Ty never dawned ou him thst‘ she rieant any- 
thiog but a day’s absence st most.~ He fancied 
ita spending one night from homie ; but even 
at the thought of that a cloud broke over his 
face. 
“ Going away! I eball miss you a0.” 

** You will ving yourself soda", + 

He saw heeabtake. : 

* Dé you mean you will not return unfil am) 
or Tidgaah cel 

ST thon ile wa your hoaee: cx 

She shook her head. 

“T shall miss you so!" 


me." | 
’ 


; bape ApS, while you stay here." 
fibe-ahook her head once more, - 
"You will go out Into tho great world agafn, 


and tr its and bustle you will forget {i all 
and your nurese+-or, If .pou comember.her, /¢ will 
only be as:one of the objects fn a long and 
tedious illness.” 

He looked.dn her reproachfully. * «i 

‘Why will you distrust me so?” 

* 1 do not—only men are forgetful often.” 

She might have sald Jt was he who had tanght 
her the lesson of ‘mifetrust, but she did not. If 
anyone {a the world had reason to reproach him 
4e-was she ; and-yet, 20 unreasonable Is a woman's 
heart; there Was co harsh word for hint on’ her 
lips. Her blue eyes: wera heavy with unshed 
tears asahe thought of the weeks and months—- 
the months and years that might pasisere they 
two met once more, And yet no thonght of 
revesling her identity, and telling him the truth 
and who she réally war, ¢ame to her, 

Dora had suffered too much under her own 
name ever to care to recur to it ; there was only 
herealf Mise Otiferd agafar and that coutingcey 

iffar nan t contin 
had not yet arrived. i 

Since that first night she had never touched 

his hand—their fingers had never met; now she 


ss be took them in his own, ‘Miss Johnson, 
they look made for fairyland !”” j 

She drew them away quickly and. turned to 
Es ye: 

“We a meeb again,” sald Alan, firmly. 
“ When I leave here and come to London, I shati 
make Mrs. Johnson entrust me with some com- 
misslon to your mother." . 

eatrice amiled—a strange, sad, wistful smile 
—and then she turned awsy. 

Ubi nmory for moat 7 That smile lingered 
#0 for 9 eecond time bappiness and love 
bad been near him, though he knew {tt not! 


OHAPTER XU. 


A srLewpip ‘house near Hyde Park, furnished 
with everything wealth covld purchase or luxury 


desire, Now-a-days if on! le ha } 
it is eazy to obtala a“ maguibomt abode “Good 
taste may be purchased other adornments, 


Sf his conjugal feliclay was not ali he had anti- 
qeowt, his wife was still the loveliest woman of 
t! ay. 


companion, ‘You see, Joe, we can’t afiord to 
quarrel with each other; and Mre. Smith has to 
be civil to me for fear I should evt off the 
supplies, and I have to put up with her little aire 
end graces becatve. she was out-and-ont the finest 
‘woman to be had last year,” 

That was how Mr, Montgomery Smith talked 
of bis wife, This was the man for whose riches 
she had deserted an earl of high degrees! Her 
husband wae a man of nearly forty, with a florid 
face, a scauty, sandy moustache and whiskers, 
while his hair was of the axact shade of red vul- 
garly called carrots. He was a bad figure, and 
always contrived In the most carefully-selected 
tolles to look many. shades less aristocratic thon 
his own butler; bat then he was enormously 
rich, and bis wealth subdued the carrote—per- 
haps even gave them s golden tioge. 

it was the first evening of their arrival in 
London, and they dined alona té‘e-2-tée. Blanche 
Smith was to the fall ua beautiful as had been 
Miss Delaval. At 6 she had hardiy 
realized the price she paid for her wealth. A 
long moon in @ great southern city, where, 
instead of befng thrown upon the soclety of Mr. 
Montgornery, she had been a reigning belle, 

Christmas at a country seat crowded with 
gueste. quite ent off from all old friends and old 
associations, she had had no time to repent her 
sacrifice, and to understand that she was bound 
ia close life-long companionship to a man whom 
she could celther like nor respect, 

She, came down ba the drawing-room ready 
dressed for dinner. The mirrors reflected her 
image aud her husband’s, They formed a. strik- 
fvg contrast; a severe judge might have labelled 

picture ac er and purchased-—for 
Blanche Dalaval had been just as truly bought 
by her husband’s gold av had been the velvet 
plle carpet on which she stood. 

"You look first-rate!” was his plain-spoken 
comment aa his eyes took In her tout ensemble. 
*T never ssw a woman set off dress as you do!” 

That was what he valued ber for—as a lay 
figure to wear his silks and jewels, But she had 
sold herself with her eyes open—she had no right 
$0 complain. 

“Whoever d’ye think I met to-day!” asked 
Mr, Montgomery Smith, afber a pause. 

**T have no Idea,” 

* Old friends of yours.” 

“Who was it?” a strange interest In her voice, 
"Do tell me, James?” 

* That pretty ifttle Mre. 'ane—your guardian’s 
wife—an awfully stylich-looking woman! Why 
ever wasn't she at your wedding, Blanche ? 
She’d have been worth having.” 

Tt was the one counter demonstration Bee had 

rmitted herself. She would nob come to 

'anche’s sale as she persisted in calling it. Her 
husband had given away his ward, bub the 
ceremony took place from the house of some 
connection of the Delavals, and !t was announced 
that Mrs. Fane was too delicate to leave home, 

Bee ta always worth looking at!" remarked 
Mra, Montgomery Smith. ‘Did she say when 
she was coming te see me?” 

“She never mentioned your name, Her one 
idea seemed to be to get away. She'd some 
Swfol swell with her ; perhaps she wae afraid I 
should go and tell tales to her husband!” 

* Bee would nob cars, She and the Capisin 
are too much attached for anyone to divide 


im,” 

“Oh! very devoted, are they! Well, this 
was avery handsome fellow she had with her— 
quite one of the upper ten, And she was awiully 
intimate with him, called him Alan!” ° 
Blanche Delaval—I beg pardon, Smlth—was a 
woman of the world, so she heard that name 
quite unmoved; and sald, calmly,— 

‘* You have gota wrong idea, James. If she 
called him Alan, {6 was her brother, the Earl 
of St. Clare.” 

"Lord 8. Clare!” repeated the cotton prince, 
with that Intense respect only parvenne attich 
to rank. ‘ Dear me! I didn’t know she was 


. 





alster to an earl,’’ 


** We do very well,” he confided onca toa boon: 


‘'Ib'a.a pity people gon’t go about ticketed 

with their connections to the petraye on thel: 
backs ; ib would save you such a dea! of trouble, 
James, . You would, know, just the right 
amount of courtesy to pay to erch particular 
individual!” 
, He was not # clever man, bat ne was quite 
sharp enough to know his wife wa: laughing at 
him, Anyone with more senaltivs feslings might 
have been hurt. 

Mr. Montgomery Smith only resolved to pay 
his better-half out at the first opportunity. 

Tt was nob long in coming. Thab very evening 
he heard her give some order to the butler, and 
he immediately, In her presence, contradicted it 
flatly. The servant looked confused, 0 he 
added this polife threat, .. 

“ You'd best attend to my orders, my man, I 
have to pay you)your wages, so I've a right to 
give what directions I please!” 

Two pink spote burned furfously on Blanche's 
white cheeks. Directly the raao had retreated 
ahe stood before her husband with fiashing oyes. 

“ Why do you Insult mo before the nervante }” 
she asked acornfully ; “ you will make our differ 
ences thelr by-word, Surely, as mistress of the 
hone, I may have an opinion |” 

As many opinions as you like if you keey 
them to yourself. Look here, Biancho, I don’s 
wan't to quarrel with you, but I meau to he 
master. You promised to obey me, remember 
and you'll have to do it |” 

“And it I refuee?”’ 

She looked ab him with dilated nostrila, a 
world of contempt In her eyes. 

$T don’t think you will he so foolish,” 

Y vill noo be the slave of any man’s whim: 
especially yours, You think of nothing but 
money ; I believe you fancy it can do everything 
in the world!” 

'S It can’t save life,” he sald, coldly ; * bno ft 
can do most things eles, I know It has boughs 
me everything I wanted to poesese—yourself 
among them!” 

It was true—she could not deny ft. 

‘You bad better not get restive i’’ he sald, 
with a cunning amile ; “you would only have the 
worst of it, I have broken in many a wild horse 
and savage dog; I daresay I could tame s head- 
strong woman ff I tried !”’ 

Her teeth were clenched with anger—her lips 
quivered with vexstion. 

"You'd much better be friends wiih me,” be 
argued, “You know we've chosen each other, 
and we'd both better make the best of our 
bargain,” 

‘If you regret yours—-——" 

**T don’t say Ido; and if [regretted it ever eo 
fp wouldn’h be altered | You are Mrs, James 
Montgomery Smith, and provided you do the 
honours of my house uicsly, and keep up your 
beauty and good looks, and a clvil tongue in your 
head, I'm very we!l content.” 

Hia wife looked gteadily at him. He winced 
under the gaze, but was powerless to destroy the 
spell of It. 

" Why do you look like that!” he demanded. 

“ T was wondering why you marrisd me!” 

“ST was a fool to! Well, I can soon tell 

” 

Tt was not love,” she sald, wearily ; " I know 
that 1” 

* Well, you were. the prettiest thing out and 
it was rumoured your price was heavy. I beta 
fellow a couple of ponies 1'd get you in three 
months—anc, as we were married ten wecks 
atterwards, I won my fifty pounds very comfort. 
ably |” , 

He turned to go. Blanche knew he would be 
playing bililarde at his club until it closed, He 
generall? spent hia evenings apart from her if 
they chanced to be without company, and, so far 
from missing him, she found hia absence a true 
relief, 

Left alone, the wretched? wile flung herself 
upon the sofa, and gave way to a few bitter 
tears, She had cast Alan Dene’s love from her 
—she had done her best to break hig noble heart 
—and for what? To marry a man who coazld 
make her the subject of a bet—who frankly told 





her be had no affection for ber. 
“Well!” eald Mre. Montgomery Smith, ' 
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Ax 
I ought not to complain ; Ij have every- 
she f I bargained for—riches, jewels, luxuries | 

I Senate Sao wad = supposed to extat 
without hearts ; for everything else was 
mentioned fn the Ciegemten "ene little poases- 
sions were left out. I’m nod eure that I should 
care to leave James, but yeb I don’t like being 
told flatly I was married to be the permanent 
ornament of his table, and nothing more, 

“So Alan Is back. I wonder {ff they have 
heard anything of that wretched girl! Perhaps 
she fe dead, and Alan ie rich after all ! I hope not, 
Tf anything could make me more wretched than 
I am ft would be the knowing that if I had 
waited I could have satlefisd both my love and 
may ambition.” 

She rose to retire to her own room, It did 
not lessen her anguish as she swept across the 
room that her dress was the most expensive In 
London, It did not make her happier whea she 
laid her head on her ory aoe that it was 
covered in muslin, trimmed with lace, 

Mr, and Mrs. Montgomery Smith were nod 
a planed Cartaaly S rowel iore 

ey were not 
at all large gatherings the cotton prince and 
beautiful bride were welcome guests ; but Hoon 
small, select “at homes,” those recherohé - 
parties, those cosy, Informal dinners w 
the cream of social ee did ms 
number the pair among their gues 

There are certain gatherlogs “my be asked to 
which fz a proof not on)y that you are in society, 
but of it, To these Blanche and her Me ae 
were not bidden, 

“IT can’t make it out,’ remarked James, as he 
read a Het of the gueste at the Dachess of Barn- 
ham’s “at home,”’ “ Here are the Fanes’ namer, 
and Herbert Cecil's. Now, Fane can’t have 


Loman with auch paltry folks, who can’t ask her 
to have a bib or sup in*return, while she leaves 
us, who could entertain her royally, out In the 
cold |” 

Blanche answered nothing. To her mind the 
reason was patent, but all the same she was 
annoyed at it. No woran likes to feel she has 
sunk in the soclal scale by marriage, especially if 
the marriage itself fs an unhappy one. 

‘+ To’s all your fault |" growled James. “ You 
never cultivate your own relations. I don’t be- 
Heve you’ve been near Mrs. Fane since you came 
to town |” 

‘IT called once, but she was out, and when she 
came here I had gone to Hurlingham." 

“Well, you’d better call again, I’m sure it's 
time. You might offer to take her for a drive; 
they can’t keep a carriage at thelr poky little 

lace |” 


Blanche had to yield. She ordered her foot- 
toaan 0 direct the coachman to drive to that 
“ poky Hit!e place,” and was more troubled than 
— to find that ber ex guardian’s wife was at 


It was the first time they had met since 
Blanche left Captain Fane’s roof. They both 
felt a certaia stiffoess a renewing thelr inter- 
rupted Intimacy. Bee, in her soft, grey dress, 
looked far younger than the “Ty « ty beauty, who 
was moffied In Rassian eables; bud there was a 
sadness on the latter’s face which broke down all 
Mrs. Fane's resentment. She took Blanche Into 
her arms with that pretty, motherly alr which 
had so cheered Dora Clifford, and kissed her 
warmly on the cheek. 

‘'My dear girl! I thought you were never 
coming to see me | 

“¥ thought you would not care!” replied 
Blanche, in a low volce. 

**T never forgetold friends, Sit down and be 
cosy. Let me undo your x 

Iv wae eo simple, so homelike; so like the dear 
old times that could never come again, that the 
tears atood in Mra, Smith’s eyes; but Bee would 
not seem to see them, 

“You look a magnificent matron truly!” 
touching the sables with her slim fingers. “ And 
are you happy?” 

Is was ont, In spite of herself, the question 
she bad not meanbd to put. ° 

“Who believes In happiness except children 





and lovers!" asked Blanche, a little bitterly. 
“I have everything I want, and James never 
refuses me money.” 

Bee sighed. 

“And is there wea Pyson hag rahe. 3 
treasure money cannot purchace cone 
verted to baby worship, Blanche {” ins 

Blanche shook her head. 

There fs no such chancs—I whet a there never 
will be ; I detest children, 

“An old friend of yours a hee been staying 
here,” avxfous to change the subj: ct, “ Herbert 
Ceell ; do you remember him | 


“ Perfectly, he was your brother's favourite | 


© Nob was,” corrected Bee, “‘he is so still, 
Directiy Alan came home he sought him out,” 

**Lord Sb, Clare is in England then?” 

“Yes! I wonder you have not a: —;+ bu 
no pe very little into society ; he 

of it, and I cannot urge the sala hella 

he is still far from belng whet he was before the 
accident.” 

Deo told harshest eile tenstel On 

er 8 gratefally—'' O 
the greatest care saved him. He never sent for 
us—never even let us know he was In Eo: ; 
tee when he was convalescent 
ere,’ 

en gh he is staying with you now!” 

A silence so long and deep that Bee felt it 
almost impossible to break it; she hailed it as 
arelief when the door opened, hoping it was the 


servant showing in another visitor, but the | 


visitor this time was a self-annonnced one, and 
the last person in the world she wished to see— 
her much-loved brother, Alan, Earl of St, Clare. 

No one but Bee kaew how earnestly she had 
longed he should not meet his fair, talue love of 
other daye. She knew how Hirong his passion 
had been, and she feared the witchery of 
Blanche’s beauty, the fascinations of her wiles, 
might once again uochain his heart. 

She need not have feared, not a muscle of his 
face changed. With the most perfect courtesy, 
but with the utmost calmness, Alan advanced to 
Mrs, Swith’s side with putetretched hand, 
saying,— 

“T fear my felicttations come rather tardily, 
but I hope you will allow me to offer you my 
beet congratulations upon your marriage,” 


(To be continued.) 








In Sweden the food given to reindeer is “' rein- 
deer moss,” # lichen highly prized by the Lappe, 
and which grows re mrony bem ay Arctic regions 
—almost os luxuriantly on rocks as ia ths | 


soll. Ib covers extensive tracts In Lapland, mak- | ¢! kes im 


ing the summer look like a field of 
snow. Tae domesticated reindeer are never at 
large as the wild ones. The domesticated Siberian 
reindeer are larger than those of Lapland. No 
cere at all is taken of the deer. They thrive 
best by being permitted to roam ia droves and | 
obtain thelr own sustenance. The moss can be 
used as human food, the taste b:ing slightly | 
acrid, Attempts have been made to feed hay, 
roots, gealus, ef ceters, to the reindeer, but they | 
have nod suceeded 
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THE GIRL OR WOMAN 
THAT WORKS 


and does the necessary work in a honse for a family, finde 


it 


warm, weary work, Thousands of women whose husbands 


are only in moderate circumstancer have to bear this hard- 


ehip unecomplaining'y. 
str 


When # woman has health and 
she ¢an do this—but when, as is oftep the case, abe 


is su eh, from nervousness, debility, general weakness and 
“ 


iul- — 
weer the 
nerve os weakness, that 


makes lifea burden. If such women would only 
» Belt what » difference there would be, 
tired and languid feeling, 


headaches, loss of appetite, and ill-health would soon be 


thing of the 


past. If you are a sufferer, grasp the oppor 


tun ity to md yourself of this state of affairs and get perfect 


he 


ealth. Thousands of suffering women have been cured— 


\ you can read their letters if you call, or write for copies and 
adviee on your case, free, to he 
The Bedical Battery Co., Ltd., 489, Oxford Street, London, W., naming this paper. 
nd at once, gev health and strength, and you'll wonder ‘shy you ever sent before : 
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FACETIZ. 


Tsppre: “ What are woman’s rights, papa!” 
Hie father: “ Everything they ok ae ber 3 
always remember 

“Was that your: sleter I saw you with last 
night!” “Not when you saw me, I hadn't 


‘*SweEDLe, what sort of a wheel are you 
to ride this year?” “I’m pushing a four- 
baby carrisge this year, Throbbins.” 

“No; they are too dangerous. I don’t allow 
wy wife to wear hatpins.” “Then how do you 
clean your pipe ”” 

Frenp: “ Do thou pts ee age ene 
ago ever return$” Seribbler: “Oh, yee—if 
enclose a staraped envelope,” 

“Mrs LicHTHEAD, what have you ever done 
for posterity 1” “T've bad my photograph taken { 


more than fifoy 

paper is very conservative,” sald the 
editor. “ Eepecially in the matter of the jokes it 
prints,” said the man who read them. 

Pack Heyny: “That sad-faced man over 
there looks as he had loved bat lost,” 
Henry Peck: "No, He loved and won,” — 

Guapys: “Do think Charley means 
business?’ “May: “I can’t tell yet; but I’m 
afraid he only means poetry.” 

Mrs Srops: “Oh, her mother-in-law has been 
swiully good to her.” Mrs. Gossip: “ How ao!” 
Mrs. Spuds: ‘‘ Qrarrelled with her on her first 
visit, and never been near her since,” 

“] pevieve,” said Trusser, “ that Blowlt alms 
to tell the truth.” “You may pei re- 
torted Jokeley ; ‘' but, if so, he is ly the 
worst markeman I ever saw--or beard,” 

Frisnp: “A learned man like you with a dic- 
tlonary on your desk?” Professor: ‘It’s for 
the benefit of my friends who want to talk to 


“You have been ood this morning 
Willle,” sald the fond mesos, ‘Now, what re, 
ward would you like?” "J would like to be 
naughty all the afternoon,” 

"A man,” she sald, ' never knows when he Is 
well off” ‘* True,” he replied ; “and It's a good 
thing for women who do not care to be old malds 
that he doesn’t,” 

“Wuen I visit Blackpool in the summer I 
always pay @ visit to my old landlady.” ‘‘ Well, 
I suppose {t's only right that you should pay her 
something, old man.” 

Dona: “ Yes, Huggleton certainly fe gettin 
to be quite a social Vion,” Flora (biushing)® 


“Desc me, do you think sof It seems to me he | 


acts moro like s bear.” 

Orrice-Boy: ** Please, sir, can I get off this 
afoernoon ¢ My grandmother’s dead.” His chief : 
“Yes; but ft’s too bad. I was g to give 
you my ticket for the cricket match !” 

‘* How came you to have such a short nose?” 
asked a clty dandy of a country boy. ‘S> that 
I should not be poking It Imto other people’s 
business,” wae the reply. 

“I met that red-haired Jones girl to-day,” re- 
marked the young woman, 
deer!” cautioned her mother. “Her hair is 
subarn now. She has just inherited a fortune.” 

A surataR, in trying to make his escape from 
the roof of @ house, missed his footing, and fell 
through the roof of a neighbouring conservatory. 
be family, hearlog the,crash, ran In haste to 
discover the cause, and found the burglar coolly 
Picking the pleces of from his clothes, 

What are you dolog 1” thundered the 
— "I juet dropped in,” coolly replied the 

Has George ever hinted that he had thought’ 
o: you ns & posable wife!” asked the anxious 
mother, “No,” replied the girl, o far-away look 
tu her eyes; ‘and I’m afraid be never will,” 

Why,” sald the mother, “I thought-——” 

3n 6 matter what you thought, mamma, 
ughter. “ Oaly last 


"Tat, tut, my | 





J bo cumpiatens of feeling drowsy, and it 


HicanrporuaM: “I’ve just seen a wonderful | 
invention—a fine silk umbrella that can be turned | 
into a first-class cane with very little effort.” | 


Cadwallader : “That's nothing. I owned a fine 
silk umbrella that with 20 effort at all, slmply by 


leaving {tb an hour fn the rack at a political | 


meeting, tarned into a thirc-class gingham.” 


and the haughty youog woman who fantied she 
was called upon to give her ideas to the world In 
book form desired a note-book. ‘‘I want a 
note-book,” she sald, “something that I can 


carry in my pocket to jot down ideas——” 
"Oh, you want something very sm 


ber anger. 


New Gre: ‘ Please, mum, while you're in 


ey would ys b2 so kind as to order mea pair | 


shoes!” Mrs, De Style: “I—er—do nob 
know your afzs.” New Girl: ‘Nor I, mum; 
but I thiik if ye get them about -the size of 
yours, they’ll do.” 
“Do you think you could wear them!” 
Girl: ‘Ob, yes, mum, After new shoes is wet 
they shrinks.” 

Tue father of a family, becoming annoyed at 
the fault-finding of his dren over thelr food, 
exclaimed in 2 one day at dinner: ‘ You 


rage 
children are intolerable ; you turn up your noses | 


at everything. When I was a boy I was often 


so glad you are having such nice times now, 
living with mamma and us.” 

Mrs, Brrexsury ; “ why will you go 
on working so hard! I must {nsist that you 
give up the extra duties that you have taken 
upon yourself of Jate. You are simply wearing 
yourself out. What's the use of it?” 


have to discharge the gir], and do our cookivg 


yourself if I didn’t earn more money. I'm going | 


to keep you from that, even ff I have to work all 
night as well as all day.” 


| son called for. 
” replied | 
the assistant, and he was unable to account,for | 

| 


| the worst of my spring-cleaning done.” 
| Neighbour: ‘‘ What ! 
| Youngwife: ‘“‘H'm—no, I got my husband to- 


Mr, | 
: “ Well, my dear, you sald you would | 


‘'Wratin the name of Jupiter did you sew 
up all the pockets !n my coat for this moraing |” 
"Dearest, that letter I gave you bo post was very 
{mportant, and I intended to make sure you 
carried !t io your hand,” 


“ Smoxine in Holland,” said s traveller, " le so 


| common that it Is imposible to tell one person 
He was an assistant In. a large bookeeller’s, | 
| auy one who happens to be wanted picked ont, 
| then?” asked a Iistener. 


from another {a a room of smokers.” ‘ How is 
“Oh, 8 walter goes 
round with a palr of bellows and biows the smoke 
from before each face till he recogulses the per- 
Fact, gentlemen,” 


A story Is told of a Yorkshire funeral, Tae 
husband, who mourned the loss of his young 
wife, was urged by the undertaker to take his 
seat nexs his mother-in-law. He refused. 
Again and again the master of the ceremonies 
pressed the suggestion, adding that {tb was the 
correct thing. ‘'If I mun do,” replied the chicf 


{| mourner, I will, bud {t’ll spoil my pleasure for 
Mrs. De Style (hesitatingly) : , 
New | 


t’day t”’ 

Mae Younowire: ‘Thank goodness, par? ong 
re, 
All by yoursolf?”’ Mrs, 


day to take up the carpets, beat them, take the 
beds apart, and polish the furniture, and——’’ 
Mrs, Nelghbour: ‘Oh! Then he atayed home 


gad enough to. get dry bread teat Pam | alidayt” Mre, Youngwife: “Yor. He sald he 
papa!” sald Rose, the pet of the family ; “I am 


felt eo il), and he looked so wretched when he 
got up this morning, that I wouldn’t let him zo 
to the office,” 


TANITA 


WIDOW. WELCH S 
FEMALE’ PILLS. 


reste Corut ref, Santas Magy bate ee spore od 
ne , ‘ev e 1) 

the Medics! Profemion. Beware of Imitations, The only ge wine 
are in White ty od pie as Boxes, ls, 144. and 9. 94., of all 
Chemists. t $4. box 00 three times the pilla, Sent privets 
cy genic orb stir, by Une aba 6 and. KRAUL 
1.8 Street, Westminster. Sold in the Colonies. 





You wish the Best P certainly. 


CALVERT’S 


CARBOLIC PREPARATIONS 


THE BEST DISINFECTANTS, 
THE BEST SOAPS, 
THE BEST DENTIFRICES, 


THE BEST OINTMENT. 


DPA PPB DPD PD LD DDD LD DAD DD LDA PD ANS 


Then use 


They have been Awarded 100 Gold and Silver Medals 
and Diplomas for Superior Excellence, and should be used 
in.every Household to prevent Infectious Diseases. 


Can be obtained at Chemists, Grocers, Stores, dc. 





BUYERS ARE WARNED AGAINST INFERIOR IMITATIONS, WHICH ARE NUMEROUS. 
Illustrated List Post Free on, Application. 








F.C.CALVERT&CO.(°%2”), Manchester. 
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SOUIETY. 


Tse German Emperor wil) leave Germany to. 
vielt Her Majesty at Windsor on November 20th. 
The visit is to be of as te a napure.as Is 
consistent with his Majesty's position. ' 

Tux ‘Dake .of spr pM has been 
entertaining a large of shooting guests at 
hie Schloss in the Tyrol. Schloss Hinternis is 
one of the most. beautifal royal residences in 
Europe, and is a favourite home of the Dake. 
To fs situated io the midst of a most beautifal 
country, and is surrounded by some of the best 
and most extensive shooting In Germany, 

Tux Hereditary Prlaceand Princess Hohenlohe- 
Langenburg, who have been at Balmoral on a 
vialb 50 the Qaeen, remained there several weeks, 
The Hereditary Princess née Princess Alexandra 
of Saxe-Cobarg-Gotha, fs the third daughter of 
the Duke of Co KY and the a“ married 
granddaughter of the Qaeen. Har Royal High- 
ness was married to the Hereditary Prince of 
Hohenlohe-Langenburg (a great nep of Her 
Majesty'on April 20th, 1896, and is "the mother 
of a son and a daughter. She completed her 
twehty-firet year on September 1st, 

THe sum of five thousand pounds is to be 
expended upon the reception of the Qaeen at 
Bristol, and the several entertainments fhat are 
‘to ‘be given fm connection with Her Majesty's 
visit. on November 15:h, Ouae very commemor- 
able event will be:the provigion of a substantial 
entertainment—includiog a meal—for the poor. 
At at ¢ the Queen will arrive in 


Bristol .sborily before-two' o'clock, \proceed 
ily sen ca thoroughfands bg Con- 
valeacent fen et aned Down, ’ ~ re 
ceremony, bien Convales- 
cent Home t will: peor to Her 
Majesty by the Lord Mayor, ' 

THE little igh usin Mercedes of Spain {s per- 


haps the most. picturesque figure in that mach- 
troubled Upon the death of her father 
she became the reigning, though not rullog, 
Queen, bat her crown was taken {rom her when 
her brother was born six months later, She ts 
a rather slight, serlous young woman, with s 
modest bearlug, and her sympathies are with the 
poorer classes. R-jolelmg and dancing she 
believes to be out of place In the present condi- 
tion of the country, and when it was p' 
that her seventeenth birthday should be cele- 
brated by a grand State ball, she begged 
instead that it might be honoured by her 
appointment to the presidency of the Red Oross 
Society of Spain, 

Tae Gsrman Emperor and Empress are having 
@ great many illustrious visitors at Potedam 
during the present month, {ncluding the 
Emperor and Empress of Russia, who live during 
ebeir sojourn at the Stadtechloss at Potsdam, 
which was especially prepared and renovated for 
their reception, Queen Wilhelmina of the 
Netherlands and her mother, Qaeen Emma, are 
algo *rouding a few days at Potsdam with the 
German Emperor and Empress, and other 
visitors are the Princess Christian of Schleswig- 
Holstein, with her eldest daughter; the Duchess 
of Albany, with the young Dake and the Prin- 
céss Alice ; aud the King of Greece, who wishes 
to discuss some important matters with Kaiser 
Wilhelm. : 

Tar Dachees of Albany fe with her eon in the 
Netherlands, Her Royal Highness is much 
pleased by the engagement of her younger 
elster, Princess Elizabeth of Waldeck-Pyrmont— 
who has so frequently stayed with her at Clare- 
mont—to Count Alexander of Erbach-Schéaberg. 
The bridegroom-elect is the eldest son of the 
late Prince Henry of Battenberg's only sister. 
He fs in the Hessian Dragoons, and is twenty- 
seven. Princess Elfzabeth is a year his 
junior, and fs a very amiable and. charming 
Princess, and is also very good-looking. Her 
only brother, the reigning Prince of Waldeck- 
Pyrmont, is nearer to ber in age than her slaters, 
being elght years her senior. The Queen-mother 
of Holland, the Duchess of Albany, and the 
Hereditary Prlaocess of Bonthelm-Steinfart are 
considerably ber seofors, while her small step- 
brother, Prince Wolrad Frederic, ts elght, 
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STATISTICS.” *“* 


THERE a 9,000 calls in a aquare foot of 
m 

THe fly lays four times each summer. and 
80 eggs each time, 

Tue number of people at present who speak 
Eoglish fs sald to 116,000,000, 

Tae nourishment in three baked bananas, 
weighing 11b,, is equal to that of 26 lbs, of 


Ir would require the power of # 19,000 
horee- power about 70,000,000,000 years 
to lift the earth 1ft, In helght, and to do this 
work it would. require more water than would 
be at the mouth of the Misslasippi 
River In 60,900 yeara., 





GEMS. 


Onty those can sing fo the dark who havea 
light in the heart. 

Dereat is ons of the hardest things to bear, 
even in trifles; but we have to be cefeated in 
order to succeed, pen 
, AN ounce of sasencs fs worth a gallon of 
fluid. A wise saw. may be more valuable than 
a whole book, and a piain truth ie better than 
an argument, ) > = eee 

Ir we desire to redace mental activity, it 
stands..to reason that we must attend to 
nothing. We must let the mind drift. We 
must not attempt to exercise any control what- 
ever, bud let the thoughts stray as they will 
and follow any line of association that ise line 
of least resistance. : 

Tre vulgar do not often recognise thelr own 
ear-raarks, Theso are as many asthe mani- 
festations of temperament ; Indieations of vul- 
garity are not confined to speech and manners, 
One may be vulgar io one’s house and furni- 
ture, one’s dress, and {in many other matters 
that are apt to be overlooked when a self- 
scrutiny Is undertaken, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Szven-cvr Puppinc,—Oae cup breadcrumbs, 
one cup flour, one cup sugar, one cup currante, 
one cup raleins, one cup chopped suet, one cup 
milk, one egg, half-teaspoonfal baking soda, one 
teaspoonful spice. Mix ail the dry things, then 
the egg and the milk together, and stir {t fn 
among the dry things; give ii a good mixing ; 
put it In a greased basin, cover with « bit of 
buttered paper, and steam for two hours; tara 
out, and have a pice warm sauce with it; use a 
teacup to measure it with. Sauce—one table- 
spoonful flour, one tablespoonfal sugar, a little 
nutmeg, ove and a-half breakfast cups milk ; mix 
all, and atir till 1» boils, 

Wenvrxe Caxe.—This will weigh more than 
three pountis, Ove pound flour, half-pound butter, 
half-pound sugar, six eggs, one pound raisins, 
one pound currants, quarter-pound peel, one 
nutmeg, one desssrtspoonful mace and clunamon, 
one wine glass milk ; beat the butter and sugar 
toa cream, then put in the yolks of the eggs and 
mix well, beat up the whites and add them time 
about with the , 8 little at a time, mix well, 
then add all the frult nicely prepared, then the 
spices aud the milk, give all a zood beating up, 
and bake in a slow oven two hours ; fcing, balf- 

ind fclog sugar, one or two whites of eggs, 
alf-pound ground almonds; mix the almonds 
and sugar together, then drop In white of egg till 
it is just barely moistened, spread ft on the cake; 
it should be very dry or it will run off, and the 
cake must be cold; ice this over the top with 
white icing made with half-pound Icing sugar and 





white of egg, mixed. 











Oct! 21}; 12, 
om ne at a hl 
MISCELLANEOUS. 


THs English’ residents of Rome have ‘' free 
hospital. . 3 

Ovsrzrs are stich nervous Creatures that a 
sudden shock, such as a loud thanderclap, ‘will kil! 
a whole boatioad, “ 

THE greatest foree known to sclences fs that 
‘produced by the contraction and séxpsusion of 
nietals, resulting from the action’ of heat avd 
cold. 

Tux test for symmetry fa to turn a man with 
his face to the wall. His chest should touch {t, 
his nose should be four Inches away, his thighs 
five, and the tips of his toes threea, -*+> = 

Tae most curious paperweight in the world fs 
said to belong to the Piinée of Wales. “If fs the 
mummied hand of one of the daugtiters of 
Pharaoh. ' 

PropaBiy the most extraordinary journal in 
the world is pablished weekly at Athens, . It is 
written entirely {n verse, even to the advertise- 
ments. 

. One mode of selling terquolses ab the great 
Russian fair heid at Nijal Novgorod {s curious, A 
person, on payment cf a fixed sdm, fs allowed to 
iid hand into a bag fall.of themy:and to 

the possessor of the handful. 

In Nagasaki, Japau, there is a ficework-maker 
who manufactures technic birde«of great 

vail in a lifelike manner 
through the alr, and perform many movemente 
exactly like those of Mviag birds. Tae secret of 
making these wonderful things bas been, {n the 
possession of the eldest of the family of each 
generation for more than four hundred years. 

Water is an excellent transmitter of sound. 
A aclentist by..tbe name. of Calladon..made 
some experiments on Lake Geneva, Switasrland, 
te demonstrate the power of sound to travel a 
long way in water, A clock was made to etrike 
po water, and was heard.to a distance of 
twelve miles. In a second 4 the strik- 
ing of a clock was heard to # distance of twenty- 
seven. 


THE most beautiful and costly fishes ia the 
world cone tar aeion, ant Pe nee peel 
expensive of all is -tail sb. : 
mens of these have sold for as high as £140 each, 
and in Earope the prices range from £50 bo £100. 
The brueh-tall goldfish fs so small that a five- 
shilling-plece wiil cover 15, and probably there fs 
no living thing of its size and weight that fs 
worth so much money. 

THE progress made of late years by Rassla in 
the fron industry has been a notable one. The 
best proof of the development of this tndusiry 
{fs found In the production of fron ore, which, 
during the perfod extending ‘between 1583 and 
1892, only increased at the rate of 3,500,000 
poods annually, whereae, from 1893 to 1896, this 
increase wae 5,500,000 poods a year, and fn 1897 
1p rose to 112,000,000 poods, being a sudden rise 
of 15.000 009, 

THe giant of the sarthworms is a creature of 
Australia. Although it is a monster from 4ft, to 
6fo. fo length and from lin. to 1 Mo, in diameter, 
it ic as harralees as as our common earthworm, 
which it much resembles both {fn colour and 
bodily structure, Like our earthworm, ib can 
only be removed from its burrows esd 
difficulty. Jf portion of the creature’s body be 
uncovered ang grasped, with the intention of 
pulling it from [bs burrow, bhe worm will hold to 
the sides of ite den until its body ia pulled ia 
two. 

A corrovs story is told of the origin of ox-tail 
soup. Dariog the Relgn of Terror in Paris, many 
of the nobility were reduced to starvation and 
beggary. «In those daya the batchera sent) their 
hides fresh to the tanneries without removing the 
toilv, and In cleaning them the tails were thrown 
away. One of these noble beggars asked for « 
tall,-and it was willingly given tohim; he took it 
to his home and made ( what is now famous ) the 
first dish of ox-tafleonp. He told others ‘of, bis 
good luck, and they annoyed the tanners #0 much, 





* that a price was put upon the ox-taile. 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Joxrusep.—-You had better consult a solicitor. Much 
donends on the ternas of the settlement. 

ett e” is “Dal ie," 
1 eer Tied" Moyea,” MOl-ra.” 

Cissy. —Gitls should refuse to allow a single kiss unti! 
alter a lover bas ‘proposed and beon accepted. 

Twivck 7. —Wefear you have not locked sufficiently 
{nto the conditions of the lease. You had better con- 
sult o legal maz. 

Manre.—You ought not to allow him to do anything 
which would bring you into notics without being sure 
that your pecple would not object. 

Cuaiocs.—The nephew takes all, to the entire exclu- 
gion of cousins; bets what ie called in the line of descent ; 
they are in the lateral or side line, and do not come in 
until the descent is exhausted. 


§. A. J.—Yonr father is right when he insists upon 
investigating the a. man’s business standiug and 
vate character, as ee his antecedents, before ho 
eonsents to your becoming engaged to him, 
F. C.—Fily marks can be cleaned off the frames with 
: °c her of the —— 
covered by a plece rag. are cleared 
minso sn oaid water and dry with chamois leather. 


Carnt.—To bleach a straw hat, put it in a deep, alr- 

& box; place at the bottom a stone, aud on this a 

gine red-hot fron or 4 of charcosl, on which ts 

math? peloastene, the hat remain in this box 
uight. 


H. 8.—The sensibic thing to do is to sec that the 
temperature of the water in cold weather ls not lower 
than that of the air. A daily bath is a most henlthfal 
practios ; bat it should not be 20 cold as to give 4 shock 
to the system. 

Witp Irish Ourare.—We have made every inquiry, 
and are sorry to we cannot of any way of 
restoring the colour to thatsortof materia). Those kind 
of waterproofa deteriorate almost as soon when put 
away as with occasional use, Perhaps the makers of 
the garment can advise you. 

Mzran.—The word Mizpah signifies a sign of token 
of a covenant between two s, and comprehends » 
the words, ‘‘ The Lord watch between me and thee when 
we are absent one from another,” 1! originated in the 
covenant between Laban and Jacob, a description of 
which will be found in the Bible—Geneals, chap, xxxi., 
verses 44 to 52. 


Wornren Housexxrrer,—There is no cure for your 
-infested 


F 
4 


a may be 
making on altogether. fe 
0. J.—The t advan of the Suez Catal 
shortening ofthe giess Latwan Europe and die 
From London or Hamburg to Bombay by way of the 
Cape of Good ee ee ee iy wer ot 
Suez 6,352, or a saving of about twenty: days. 


Puzztzn,—Bank-notes are not m > the oblong 
plece of marked £100 is not in itself worth © 
ne p A notes 


Axxick—Wecan only advise you to marry the man 
7 lov baa, fle charactor and alrcumatanoes j 


W. G.—Golng over it carefully with a camel's hair 


—_, dipped in well-warmed of 
pr a bottle = it yg Be Bye oy 

® bowl ef wien 
water while you at work. ‘You should not rub much 


Bansara.—For Hamburg cream, stir together in an 
pan the pe rind and juice of two ‘arge 
lomons, one cupful of sugar, and the weill-beaten yolks 
of eight egys. it the pan into another one of boiling 
water, atir constently for three minutes; take from 
the fire and pour in the well-beaten whites of the eggs, 
atirring light. Pile in a glass dish, or in custard cups, 
and serve col 


Writ-Wisner.— Good breeding is not merely the 
superficial mess found in society; it isa general 
walk in life which always avoids giving unnecessary 
pain, which sinks self, and which iv uviformly kind to 
all ie,  Good-b , the art of always being 

ang yet dignified, of patient self-control, cf 
thought for others, of kindness to all, ie as general as 
the gift of a heart. 


8. BR. B.—It ts a subject on which everyone should 
form bis or her own © without reference to the 
prejudices or ciples of others. Personally, we see 
no harm in it whatever, but could not undertake to 
give you reasons for and against. We imsgine there 
are tow Je nowadeys who are so bigoted and 
narrow-minded as to co: demn it without knowing any- 
thing at all about it. 


Atrrep.—Goldfish can be placed in a small pond, 
where they will thrive and multiply, In fact, it is far 
better to keep thes in the basins of fountatus or lo 
.exoall pounds, ae aquariums, unless very roomy, afford 

poor accommodations for these fany pets. When 

grown they are brigut orange above, lighter on tle 

aides, and whitish below ; but when y the colour is 
dark, and when old it fades to a silvery white. 


Mriticew?r.—The invitations for a wedding should be 
sent out about three weeks before the day upon which 
the ceremony fe to take place. Wedding presents, with 
the cards of the givers, are sent soon after receiving 
invitations for the ceremony, and they are always dis- 
played in a room eee Saree to them, At the 

givers are often removed 


YOUR MEMORY. 


Yov are so dear to me that every blossom wakes 
A memory that no ralst or sorry takes, 
Though sed earth's 
Ken years — pass away, 
re ent shadows gray— 
Your memory must remain. 


Though Time shall take beyond tho things so dear, 
And leave a desert darkly cold and drear, 


Where flowers have lain ; 
Through skies still sweetly blue 


* ee ~- shall turn to you, 
aes heart, 
“=> Your memory must remain. 
‘Though Death shonld claim, dear love, one heart 
God's perenntal bowere, 


es 
an * 


Tdke echoes 
Dear heart, 
Your memory must remain. 





ning ; blue and wrin 
fe Swell ates "tontber, and hang up im clean place 


Farm Mar oF Pertu.—Put the stained part in cold 


water, then apply a lotion made of one tcaspoonful of 
lemon: of the purest cream of 
tartar, 1 of oxalle acid. Pot it all 


and one teaspoonfo 
into # pint of distilled or rain-water ; shake it before 
using, aud apply with a soft cloth till the spot ir 
aturated with the lotion ; then sponge it off again in 
clean, cold water. Repeat this operation until the 


Hovsiwirr.—A good furniture polish can be made 
weet ba lek olieinatan <a toe facture : 
robbed with s chamois leather. This is an 

cellent polish mahogany. Forniture cream for 
oa pane fe pete wen Swe canons SS yorueh, 





of soap; boil unti! dissolved ; spread 


one soft water, one pound of beeswax, 4 
Fe pe 
with a. brush, and polish off with a leather. 





Fareceies.—To remove freckles and sunburn, take an 
ounce of lemon-juice, quarter of drach of powdered 
borax and half a drachm of sugar; mix and let them 
stand a few days in a glase bottle, then rub on the face 
occasionally ; another way—wash the face with good 
buttermilk at night before retiring; let it “dry on,” 
and wash off next morning ; of course no a is 
effectual without care beivg taken to shield the face 
from the sun. 


Disrressep.—An efhinent medical authority says 
that stammoring ie caused by attempting te speak 
with empty lungs. In singing, the lungs are kept well 
inflated, and there is no stuttering. The method of 
eure fs to require the patient to keep his lungs well 
Alled, to draw frequent long breaths, to speak loud, and 
to pause on the instant of finding embarrassmeut in 
his speech, taking a long inspiration before he goes on 


Besstz.—The heat and safest plan is to put in the 
carefully-picked-over fruit, and bring it to the boil by 
itself, and let it boil fora minute or two, Then ada 
the sugar. This is aaid to prevent fermentation, and 
should certainly always be done if only three-quarters 
of a pound of sugar ia used. If allowed to boil slowly 
the colour is sure to be spollt. As regards the time for 
botliag the jam, that is a hard matter—usually about 
ten te twenty minates. 


G. M.—It ts the prerogative of the Crown of Eagland 
to convoke, continue, or dissolve Parliament, Parlta- 
ment is prorogued at the close of each session to somo 
future date by the Sovereign, generaily by writ under 
the great seal or by commission. Parliament can bo 
dissoived by the sovereign bofore the expiration of ite 
natural term of seven years ; but while the power to do 
there things reste nominally with the Sovereign it is 
really exercised by the Ministry in power for the time 
being. 

Betsy.—Pat carefully-gathered and very 7g: rasp- 
berries into jars, and, when ee full as they will hold of 
the fruit, fili up the jars with good vinegar. After 
eight or ten days the vinegar fe poured off, and the 
fruit allowed to drain for some hours. The mixture of 
vinegar and jafce thus obtained is addod to another 
quantity of fruit and treated In the same way. This is 
sometimes repeated a third time, and then the i/quid is 
gently boiled for about five minutes with its own weight 
of good sugar. 


Vv. ¥.—Clean it ont thoroughly inside and outside 
with plenty of soap and water; then if you wish to get 
off the thin outer surface, so as to polish the shell, rnb 
it off carefully and well with fine brickdust and water. 
Having got It cleared, then rub with fresh woollen rag 
and dry whiting, to emooth the surface ; then slightly 
moisten with vinegar, and further rub with dry whiting. 
Or you can send it to the taxidermist or naturalist, who 

thoroughly do it up for you, as the process needs a 
good deal of patient work, 


Worarsp.—Constant shaking of the curtains, brnsh- 
ing and dusting the ca and allowing tn plenty of 
fresh air, and generaily disturbing the tneccis. Dust- 
ing over the rooms wiih a mixture of freshly-ground 
pepper and pounded camphor ff the roomz are to be 
shat up,and in any case this mixture should be well 
shaken or dusted over clothes hung In P wy or 
packed away in chests or drawors. Fresh and con- 
stant disturbance is the best remedy ; if you fight them 
in that way dally through the season you will save your 
things. 

H. M. §.—The following is the simplest and least. 
expensive of the several forms of sponge cake. Separate 
the whites and yolks of six eggs; boat the yolks weil; 
add two cups of powdered sugar; beat again from five 


} to ten minutes > then add two tablespoonsful of milk, a 


Pinch of salt and a little favour. Now add part of the 
Deaten white of the eggs and two cups of fluur, elfted 
together with two teaspoonsful of baking powder ; stir 
them tn oo lly lightly, and lastly,’ acd the 
remainder of white of «ggs. Line the tins wit 
buttered paper and fill two-thirds full. 

Lau. —Try stirring the starch slightly when making 
it with a pure paraffin candie. Or the sticking may be 
caused if the article to be ironed is too’ much damped, 
or because your iron fs not properly clean and polished. 
They ought to be carefully cleaned with emery paper 
and brick-dust before _ put them to heat, and after 
they are heated it is often found useful to rub them on 

wiered Drick-dust sprinkled on elther a plece af 

rown paper or a board kept for the purpose, the dust 
being at once rubbed off with a dry duster. The iron 
should then be passed over a paper grease! with white 
wax, again robbed with a clean duster. 
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“Simple, Safe & Sure. 


Hollo 


PULLS & OUNTIMENT, 


PLEASE NOTE.—Thomas Hollo 
Oxford Stree t Lot adon, W.C. (former! 




















iportt Cough-use 


They at once check the Co 
aod remove the cause. - 


| | TheUnrivalled 


One Lozente alone relieves. 
Bold ot Tins 134d. each. 




















> has po connec‘ion with any busin ess other than “ Holloway’s Pills and Ointment,” and his only address is 78, New 
83, Catone 


i Street), late of 244, Strand, London. 


KEEPS THE SKIN COOL 

AND It entirely re: 

f REFRESHED So rc 

| Dupin The PRRITATION, 

5 HEAT OF SUMMER. tent +RED- 
NESS, 














ROUGH. 

ad \NESS, etc., an 
keeps the SKIN) 
‘delicately ells. 
SMOOTH ard 
WHITE at ail 
‘Seasons. 


Bottles 6d. & 1s, 
M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. 











PEPPER'S TONIC 


Promotes Appeti 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS, 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 





SHILLING | 
BOTTLES. 
A SPOTLESS SKIN. | 
A BEAUTIFUL GOMPLEXION. 
ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 





THEY WILL NOT 


no use. 
12 Curlers in Box, Fre 
by Post for 8 Stamps 
Of all Hairdressers ané Purr 
Dealers. Wholesuls. 
R. HOVENDEN & SONS. 


Bernera W., a0! 
Gity Ra Oe Losdes 


“ATLAS” LOCK SIITG! 
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Cia dy tena wcahin 
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ORIGINAL ASD 





ONLY GENUINE 


COUGHS, GOLDs, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


D®. 2. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE is a liquid medicine 
hich assuages PAIN OF EVERY KIND, affords a calm, refreshing sleep, 
WITHOUT HEADACHE, and invigorates the nervous system when exhausted. 





D=. ‘J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE.—Vico-Chancellor Sir | 


W. PAGE WOOD stated publicly in Court that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was 

undoubtedly the INVENTOR of CHLORODYNE, that the whole story of the 
defendant was deliberately untrue, and he regretted to aay it been 
sworn to.—-See The Times, July 18th, 1864. 


D®., J. COLLIS BROWNE'S “CHLORODYNE is the TRUE 
PALLIATIVE in NEURALGIA, GOUT, OANCER, TOOTHACHE, 
PGEUMATISM. 


i. 





COLLIS BROWN EH’S 


CHLORODYNE 


I8 THE GREAT SPECIFIC FO 
DIABRH@A, PYSENTERY, CHOLERA. 


GENERAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that it ACTS »' 
CHARM, one dose generally sufficient. 


Dr. GIBBON, Army Medical Staff, Calout Calcutta, states : 
CURED ME OF DIARRHG@A, 


D® 3. oLLis BROWNE’S OHLORODYNE repidiy oute sho 
| EIPILEPSY, SPASMS, COLIC, 
PALPITATION, HYSTERIA 


J MPORTANT CAUTION .—The IMMENSE SALE dl 
n rise to many UNSORUPULOUS IMITATIONS. 3» 
MARK. Of all Chemists. i/i 8 4/8, So 





— “TWO DOSES COMPLETE! 
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